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ADVERTISEMENT.

THE Publifher of the following compilation havingcome by accident into the poffeffion of the firft
192 pages, which were printed off under the infpeclion
of the Editor of the Mufical Mifcellany, (a colle&ion

*

publifhed at Perth in 1786, and very favourably re¬
ceived by the Public), he immediately refolved to finifh
the volume on a more enlarged plan than that of the
Mufical Mifcellany ; of which, however, this may pro-

• perly be confidered as a new edition, although under a
different title. Accordingly, no'pains have been fpared
to render it as complete as poffible. Every popular and
fafhionable fong, whether Englifh, Scots, or Irifh, has
been inferted; at leaft the Publifher hopes that very

few> if any, have been omitted. How far the pre-
fent Editor has fucceeded muft be determined by a can¬

did Public.

It is prefumed that no Colle&ion of Songs with the
Mufic, hitherto publifhed in Great Britain or Ireland,
of the fame fize and extent, has been afforded at fo
low a price as the prefent.

Edinburc h,7
April 1788. J
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ACOBLER there was and he liv'd in a flailAdieu ye groves
Ah, why muft words my flame reveal
Ah, Chloris ! cou'd I now but fit
Ah, ma chere ! my pretty dear
A fig for all your whining ftufF
A lafs that was laden with care
A matter I have, and I am his man
Alas, my heart 1 alas, my heart
All in the Downs the fleet was moor'd
All ye who wou'd wifh to fucceed with a lafs
And gin ye meet a bonny laffie
Affift me, ye lads, who have hearts void of guile
As you mean to fet fail for the land of delight
As Jamie Gay ga'd blithe his way

,, As down on Banna's banks I flray'd
r" As Bermot toil'd one fummer's day

At the fign of the horfe old Spintext
Away to the field

B.
Believe my fighs, my tears, my dear
Bepeath a green fhade a lovely young fwain
Blow high, blow low
Blyth, blyth, blyth was {he
Bright Phoebus has mounted the chariot of day
Buik ye, bulk ye, my bonny bride
By Pinkie houfe oft let me walk
By die gaily circling glafs

C.

Ceafe, rude Boreas, blufl'ring railer
Club your firelocks, my lads
Come gi's a fang, the lady cry'd
Come roufe, brother fportfmen
Come on, my brave tars
Come, come, my jolly lads
Come, now, all ye fecial pow'rs
Come, come, my good Ihepherds
Contented I am, and contented PH be
Curtis was old Hodge's wife
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D.

Dear Kathleen, you no doubt
Dear Tom, this brown jug -
Dear Roger, if your Jenny geek
De'il tak' the war

Diogenes furly and proud
Do you hear, brother fportfman
Dumbarton's drums beat bonny, O

E.

Ev'ry man take his glafs in his handF.

Farewell to the park and the play
Farewell to Lochaber - -
Fill your glafles, banifh grief
Fine fongfters apologies too often ufe
For me my fair a wreath has wove
Four and twenty fidlers all on a row
Free from the buftle, care, and ftrife
From the eaft breaks the morn
From Roflin caftle's echoing walls
From the court to the cottage convey me away

G.

Gallant failor, oft you've told me
Gay Bacchus, liking Eftcourt's win£
Had I a heart for falfehood fram'd
Had Neptune, when firft he took charge of the fea
Hark, the horn from the valley
Hark! hark! the joy infpiring horn
Hark ! hark ! jolly fportfmen a while to my tale
Hear me, ye nymphs, and evTy fwain
Here awa, there awa
Hey for a lafs and a bottle to cheer
How fweetly fmiles the fimmer green
How little do the landmen know
How imperfeft is expreflion
How happy a ftate does the miller pofltls
How ftands the glafs around
Flow happy the foldier who lives on his pay

Ian the the lovely, the joy of her fwain
If I live to grow old, as I find I go down
If to force me to fing it be your intention
I figh and lament me in vain
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INDEX,

HI fing you a fong, faith I'm finging it now here
I'm in love with twenty
I'm told by the wife ones a maid I fhall die
In April, when primrofes paint the fweet plain
In good king Charles's golden days
In the merry month of May
In vain the ills of life aflail
In the foreft here hard by
In London my life is a ring of delight
In winter when the rain rain'd cauld
In the garb of old Gaul
In love fhou'd there meet a fond pair
Its open the door fome pity to fhow

j-
Jack Ratlin was the ableft feaman
Jove in his chair

K.
Kilkenny is a handfcme place

E.
Leave, neighbours, your work
Let a fet of fpber afles
Let gay ones and great
Let the Sultan's wanton care

Let's be jovial, fill our glafies
Let's feek the bow'r of Robin Hood
Life is checquer'd, toil and plcafure
Like my dear fwain no youth you'd fee
Lock'd in my cheft I've fifty pound
London town is juft like a barber's fhop
Lord I Lord ! without vidLuals and drink
Lord ! what care I for mam or dad

Lovely goddefs, fprightly May
Love's goddefs in a myrtle grove

M.
Ma chere amie, my charming fair
Man may efcape from rope or gun
Margaritta firft poiTett
My Patie is a lover gay
My temples with clutters of grapes I'll entwine .

My love was once a bonny lad
Ivly laddie is gone far away o'er the plain
My bonny failor won my mind
My name's honett Harry, O
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Page.
My daddy is a canker'd carle - - 345
My mind to me à kingdom is - - 457
My fheep I've forfaken - 462

N.

Nanfy's to the greenwood gane 2
Now Phoebus gilds the orient Ikies - - 54
No more my fong {hall be, ye fwains - 108
No glory I covet, no riches I want - - 299
No hurry I'm in to be marryM - - - 382

O.
O Belly Bell and Mary Gray * 46
O fweet Sir, for your courtefy - - 14
O thou lov'd country - - - 112
O fee that form that faintly gleams - - 113

tfo O faw ye my father - - - 121
8 O greedy Midas I've been told - - 124

O I ha'e loft a filken fnood - <• 129

384 O Sandy why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn - 182
O what pleasures will abound - - 212

6( O what had I ado for to marry - - 414
160 O fend Lewis Gordon hame - - 416
427 Old women we are, and as wife in the chair - 218

Once more I'll tune the vocal {hell - - J 66
74 One morning very early - - - 261

326 One day I heard Mary fay - - 42
206 On Ettrick banks in a fummer's night - - 50
362 On a bank of flow'rs in a fummer day - - 254
311

]?ho! pox of this nonfenfe, I prithee give o'er - 276
R.

Rail 110 more, ye learned afles - - 9 236
S.

Says Plato, why {hould man be vain - - 238
Says Colin to me, I've a thought in my head - 298
See the courfe throng'd with gazers - - 388
Shall I, wafting in defpair - - - 394

,|jj Shepherds, I have loft my love - - 1
Since there's fo fmall difference - - 103
Since you mean to hire for fervice - - 202
Some talk of Alexander - «■ - 184
Some fay women ar^ like the feas - - 306'
Songs of {hepherds in ruftical roundelays - 101

h. f>uch beauties in view 444

311

3315
44?

34
172

400
13

4
12

28
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Vi I N D E X.

Page.Sweet Annie frae the fea-beach came - - 38
Sweet engager of my heart - - 63

T.
The charge is prepar'd 9
The moon had climb'd the higheft hill - - 16
The topfails (hiver in the wind - - 40
The laft time I came o'er the nttiir - - 44
The wealthy fool, with gold in ftore - - 52
The lafs of Patie's mill - - - 76
The blufh of Aurora now tinges the morn - 80
The fun juft glancing thro' the trees - - 84
The meal was dear fhort fyne - - 118
The pawky auld carle came o'er the lee - - 126
The lawland lads think they are fine - - 144
The fmiling morn, the breathing fpring - *5 2
The man that's contented is void of all care - 168
The fweet rofy morning peeps over the hills « 171
The morn was fair - - - 190
The fields were green, the hills were gay - 222
The whittling plowman hails the blufhing dawn - 234
The echoing horn calls the fportfmen abroad - 246
The dufky night rides down the Iky - - 250
The moment Aurora peep'd into my room - 262
The women all tell me I'm falfe to my lafs - 287
The filv.er moon's enamour'd beams - - 312
The lafles are mad, the archers are mad - 325-
The prado I reforted - - - 356
The fummer was fmiling, all nature round look'd gay 370
The Britifhlion is my fign - - - 378
The night her filent fable wore - - 432
The filver moon that fhines fo bright - - 439
The wand'ring failor ploughs the main - - 448
The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit - 450
Then farewell, my trim-built wherry - - 264
There lived a man in Balenocrazy - - 158
There was a jolly miller once liv'd on the river Dee 245
Tho' late 1 was plump, round, and jolly - - 20Q
Tho'the fate of battle on to-morrow wait - 330
Tho' Leixlip is proud of its clofe fhady bowers, - 366
Tho' Bacchus may boaft of his care-killing bowl - 320
Thou foft flowing Avon - - - 300
Thurfday in the morn 9 24
To fpeer my love, wi' glances fair - - 37^
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h|e. ' Page.
$ To fair Fidele's grafly tomb - - - 94
63 To Anacreon in Heaven, where he fat in full glee - 5

Tol, lol, de rol lol, my tolly, my tol - 386
9 'Twas in that feafon of the year - - 42$

16 'Twas within a mile of Edinburgh town - - 26
40 'Twas fummer and foftly the breezes were blowing - 98
44 'Twas I learnt a pretty fong in France - - 106
9 Two gollips they merrily met - - 289
5* . U'
Jo Up amang yon cliffy rocks - - 352

• 84 W.
ir8 Well met, pretty nymph, fays a jolly young fwain 310
iif We're gaily yet - - - 466
/44 Welcome, welcome, brother debtor - - 441
I'l What woman can do I have try'd to be free - 406
168 What is't to us who guides the ftate - - 42 £
1-jt What Cato advifes moft certainly wife is - 280
190 What man in his wits had not rather be poor - 305
222 What beauties does Flora difclofe - - 180
234 When the men a-courting came - - 322
246 When ruddy Aurora awakens the day - - 330
230 When firft I began, Sir, to ogle the ladies - 338
262 When up to London firft I came - - 342
2%j When brother Bobby came firft to town - - 364

When the fheep are in the fauld - - 368
jij When firft I ken'd young Sandy's face - - 402
^ When I have a faxpence under my thumb - 428When Britain firft, at Heav'n's command - - 4 36
vj When the chill Sirocco blows - - 452

When daifies pied, and violets blue - - 454
When Orpheus went down to the regions below - 292
When war's alarms entic'd my Willy from me - 244
When I was a young one, what girl was like me - 242
When I was in my fe'enteen years - - 226
When abfent from the nymph I love - - 176
When trees did bud and fields were green - 10
When innocent paftime our pleafures did crown - 140
When my locks are grown hoary - - 58
When morn her fweets (hall firft unfold - 68
When I think on this warld's pelf - - 83
When merry hearts were gay - - 96
When firft I came to be a man - - 114
When once the gods, like us below - t 122
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Whence comes it, neighbour Dick
Wherever I'm going, and all the day longWhere's my fwain fo blithe and clever
While mifers all night -
While grave divines preach up dull rules
Why heaves my fond bofom
Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow
Will ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion
Willy was a wanton wag - .
With women and wine I defy ev'ry care -
With an honeft old friend and a merry old fong
Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little thingsYe lads of true fpirit pay courtfhip to claret
Ye fportfmen draw near
Ye fylvan pow'rs that rule the jplainYou the point may carry
You know I'm your prieft, and your confcience is mine
Young Damon was whittling brifk and gay
Young Roger the ploughman, who wanted a mate



CALLIOPE:
OR THE

VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

SONG I.

BANKS OF BANNA.

Shepherds, I have Ioft my love') have yovfecn my Anna?
-ffc—

E^gSgg^piili
pride ofevery Jhadygrove, upon the banks of Banna.

7fxrcq'z^d §
—!

—® f.

1
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idSi__z-ft
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,J!L ù
.4

!-,Q. — 1

Ifor her my homeforfook, nearyon mifty mountain, left my

flock, my pipe, my crook, greenvjood floaje andfountain.
Never fhall I fee them more

Until her returning;
All the joys of life are o'er,

From gladnefs chang'd to mourning.
Whither is my charmer flown?

Shepherds, tell me whither ?
Ah, woe for me, perhaps fire's gone

For ever and for ever.

A
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SONG II.

NANSY'S TO THE GREEN WOOD GANE.

Nanfy's to the greenwood gane, to hear the gowd—fpink

chatt'ring;and Willie he has follow'd her to gain her love

m-i®

^ by flatt'ring.But a' that he couldfay
and [corned at him,anday when he be--gan to woo,fke
it f—I ;

g

V-
1 -J

tzafc^^d p=z—l————zzz

<& O
Dept.of &\

3 Special %
, Collections

\f>

bid him mind wha gat him.

What ails ye at my dad, quoth he,
My minny, or my aunty ?

Wi* croudy-mowdy they fed me,
Lang-kail and ranty-tanty:

And bannocks of good barley-meal,
Of thae there was right plenty.

Wi' chapped flocks, fu' butter'd well.
And was na* that right dainty ?

Altho' my father was nae laird,
'lis dafhn to be vaunty,

He keepit ay a good kail-yard,
A ha* houfe, and a pantry ;

\
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A good blue bonnet on his head,
An o'erlay 'bout his craigy,

And ay until the day he died,
He rade on good lhanks naigy.

Now wae and wonder on your fnout,
Wad ye hae bonny Nanfy ?

Wad ye compare yourfelf to me,
A docken till a tanfy ?

I ha'e a wooer o' my ain,
They ca' him fouple Sandy,

And well I wat his bonny mou*
Is fweet like fugar-candy.

Wow, Nanfy, what needs a' this din,
Do I na' ken this Sandv ?

j

I'm fure the chief of a' his kin
Was Rab the beggar randy :

His minny Meg upo' her back
Bare baith him and his billy ;

Will ye compare a nafly pack
To me your winfome Willy ?

Mv gutcher left a good braid fword,
Tho' it be auld and rufty,

Yet ye may tak' it on my word,
It is baith flout and trufty;

And if I can but get it drawn,
Which will be right uneafy,

I (hall lay baith my lugs in pawn,
That he lhall get a hezzy.

Then Nancy turn'd her round about,
And faid, Did Sandy hear ye,

Ye wadna mifs to get a clout,
I ken he difna' fear ye:

Sae had your tongue, and fay nae mair,
Set foinewhere elfe your fancy;

For as lang's Sandy's to the fore,
Ye never lhall get Nanfy.

A ij
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SONG III.

CORN RIGS.

Sjpjgipffpiifp5IH!
My Patie is a lo—ver gay, his mind is ne—ver

muddy, his breath is fweeter than new hay, />/> face

is fair and rud—dy. His fhape is handsome, middle

zf:±t£: ^ÌE :ÌE~
he's comely in his wahk-ing, thefhining of his een

Sg^iSpigSflpj
furprife, '//> heaven to hear him talking.
Laft night I met him on a bawk,

Where yellow corn was growing:
There mony a kindly word he fpake,

That fet my heart a-glowing.
He kifVd, and vow'd he wad be mine5

And loo'd me beft of ony ;
That gars me like to fing fmfyne,

O corn-rigs are bonny.
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Let lafTes of a filly mind
Refufe what mailt they're wanting!

Since we for yeilding were defign'd,
We chaltly Ihould be granting.

Then I'll comply, and marry PATE }
And fyne my cockernony

He's free to touzel air or late,
Where corn-rigs are bonny.

SONG IV.

TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN.

ippl
To Anacreon in heaven, where hefat infullglee, a few

»—~S

fons ofharmonyfent a petition, that he their injpirer and
:$zfc

t=i
patron would he; when this anfwer arrivedfrom thejolly

m 43 l rr T fir f r r~
old Grecian—-Voice, fiddle, andflute, no longer he mute,

it r f f ^firj
Til lendyou my name, and infpireyou to hoot; and hefides,

'i 'mmm m:
saa
v—

i—»
—i

-p
dt

Til injlrutl you like me to entwine the myrtle ofVenus with
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^

Bacchus's 'vine. And bcfides I'll inJlruB you like me to en-

pipggifl^^iggig
twine the myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine,

The news through Olympus immediately flew;
\fyhen Old Thunder pretended to give* himfelf airs—

<c If thefe mortals are fuffer'd their fcheme to purfue,
<c The devil a Goddeis will flay above flairs.

cc Hark! already they cry,
cc In tranfports of joy,

cc Away to the fons of Anacreon we'll fly,
" And there with good fellows, we'll learn to entwine
" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

And there with goodfellows, &c.
" The yellow-hair'd God, and his nine fufly maids,

" From Helicon's Banks will incontinent flee,
<€ Idalia will boaft but of tenantlefs fhades,

" And the bi-forked hill a mere defart will be.
" My thunder, no fear on't,
" Shall foon do it's errand,

cc And dam'me! I'll fwinge the ringleaders, I warrant,
ic I'll trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine
" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine."

I'll trim the young dogs,. &c.

Apollo rofe up ; and faid, cc Pr'ythee ne'er quarrel,
cc Good king of the Gods, with my vot'rie.s below:

" Your thunder is ufelefs"—then, fhewing his laurel,
Cry'd, " Sic eviiablefulmen, you know!

" Then over each head
<c My iaurels I'll fpread ;

." 'So my fons from your crackers no mifchief fliali dread,
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<c Whilft fnug in their club room they jovially twine
" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

Whitjifnùg in their club-room, &c.
Next Momus got up with his rifible phiz,

And fwore with Apollo he'd chearfully join—
" The tide of full harmony ftill fhall be his,

" But the fong, and the catch, and the laugh fhall be mine.
" 'Then Jove, be not jealous
" Of thefe honefl fellows.5*

Cry'd Jove, "We relent, fìnce the truth now you tell us;
" And fwear, by Old Styx, that they long fhall entwine
" The myrtle of Venus with, Bacchus's vine."

Andfwear, by Old Styx, &c.
Ye fons of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand:

Preferve unanimity, friendfhip, and love;
*Tis your's to fnpport what's fo happily plann'd :

You've the fan&ion of Gods, and the fiat of Jove.
While thus we agree,
Our toaft let it be,

May our club flourifh happy, united and free!
And long may- the fons of Anacreon entwine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.

And long may thefons of Anacreon entwine
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.
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SONG V.

JOVE IN HIS CHAIR.

uuzni\rt&M =£
Jove in his chair of thefhy lord mayor, with his nods

lllpigiipliiiilr' ^ b* ^ ^

men andgods keep in awe ; when he winks heavenfhrinks ,

when hefpeaks hellfqueaks, earth's globs is\ but his

-à

:mz:

tawe. Cock of the fchool, he bears defpotic rule,

p=i=_p
jWj word tho* abfurd mufl be law ; even Fate, tho' fo

great, mujlnot prate hisbauld pate, Jove would cuff, he's

^—tLal-— wLal—-£[——f~——I ìfliX -LbmÌ 1 Qjt^4
fo bluff, for a ftraw ; cow'dde—i~ties, like mites

|Ì!sife§§ÌÌEÌl*
in chcefe, to Jiir mufl ceafe or gnaw*

§|eSèp^



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS, 9

, SONG VI.

THE CHARGE IS PREPAR'D.

® - :>::pShfc, -J
d
—4

-

—4 e h .M— S-—p
The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, the judges

Trb~|9- P " zTit:piL__:ni 3 —z
21

—1

EJS& ■ 1 dj& 3\zi Erl —i-
all rang'd, a terribleJhow, Igo undijmay d,for death is

-O-fc- drarF-ft—i !£

ni»r-w-=4 pEEf^ iS-BH1 (- - iL }1 -^23:
B j
8:zc±±

a debt, a debt on demand, fo take what Iowe. Then fare*
r ~f—P » f j- + " p j--L~ i i t - 1 1 1

dd - •--P"PH■ :> _-L
z ' i ' ^-EZ-ESEEEEE

well my love, dear charmers, adieu! contented I die, 'tis

-rrbfr 1 J {-4— f—p-Rp 0 R-R---
-=^#ZE=EE 3 L...

—i— =£pfc
the better for you. Here ends all difpute the rejl ofour lives9

jgjM?"! B-hi 1«
zz!Ìi1 s

. :ÈEÈE3 ^ ' 1 • 1 ["* | =1zj;f }

for this way at once Ipleafe all my wives.

B
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SONG VII.

DOWN THE BURN DAVIE.

ieifeissl m
When trees did bud, andfields were green, and broom

bloom'd fair to fee, when Mary was completefifteen, and

love laugh7d in her e7e: blyth Davie's blinks her

heart did move to fpeak her mind thus free ; gang down the

IE
burn Davie love, and I willfol—low thee.

Now Davie did each lad furpafs
That dwelt on this burn fide ;

And Mary was the bonnieft lafs,
Juft meet to be a bride.

Blyth Davie's blinks, &c.

Her cheeks were rofy, red and white,
Her e'en were bonny blue,

Her looks were like Aurora bright,
Her lips like droping dew.

Blyth Davie's blinks, &c.
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What pafs'd, I guefs, was harmlefs play,
And nothing, fure, unmeet;

For, ganging hame, I heard them fay,
They lik* d a walk fo fweet.

Blyth Davie's blinks, &c.

His cheeks to her's he fondly laid ;
She cry'd, " Sweet love be true ;

" And when a wife, as now a maid,
Ci To death I'll follow you."

Blyth Davie's blinks, &c.

As fate had dealt to him a routh,
Straight to the kirk he led her ;

There plighted her his faith and truth,
And a bonny bride he made her.

No more alham'd to own her love,
Or fpeak her mind thus free ;

" Gang down the burn, Davie, love,
" And I will follow thee."

Bij
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SONG VIII.
MY TEMPLES WITH CLUSTERS.

My temples with clufiers ofgrapes F11 entwine, and bar-

fEpjgaìpggppì^gpter all joys for a goblet of wine, and barter alljoysfor a

goblet ofwine. In fearch of a Venus no longer Fll run, but
■

i*H-j

X/ m
flop andforget her at Bacchus9s tun; no longer Fll run,

eBiSlÈ

-7r-u \ rzr ""ftt~*f

ÌLilÌÌEÌEttpÌ?!
forget her at Bacchus'I tun

=tf=Ì=}—;

Yet why thus xefolve to relinquifh the fair ?'Tis folly with fpirits like mine to defpair;For what mighty charms can be found in a glafs,If not fffl'd to the health of fome favourite lafs ?
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'Tis woman whofe charms every rapture impart,
And lend a new fpring to the pulfe of the heart;
The mifer himfelf, fo fupreme is her fway,
Grows a convert to love, and refigns her the key.

At the found of her voice forrow lifts up her head,
And poverty liftens, well pleas'd, from her (hed;
While age, in an ecftacy, hob'ling along,
Beats time, with his crutch, to the tune of her fong.
Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard,
The largeft and deepeft that ftands on his board;
I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair;
'Tis the third of a lover—and pledge me who dare.



14 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG IX.

MY JO JANET.

Hfiippfepliiipil0 fweet firy for your courtefie, when ye come by the

Bafsy then, andfor the love ye bear to mey buy me a keek-

and there ye*11fee your bonny fell, my jo Janet.
Keeking in the draw-well clear,

What if I fhou'd fa' in, Sir ?
Syne a' my kin will fay and fwear,I drown'd myfelf for fin, Sir.
Had the better be the brae,

Janet, Janet;
Had the better be the brae,

My jo Janet.

Good Sir, for your courtefie,
Coming through Aberdeen, then,For the love ye bear to me,
Buy me a pair of fheen, then.

Clout the auld, the new are dear,
Janet, Janet,
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Ae pair may gain ye ha'f a year,
My jo Janet.

But what if dancing on the green,
And {kipping like a mawkin,

If they Ihould fee my clouted Iheen,
O' me they will be tawkin,

Dance ay laigh, and late at e'en,
Janet, Janet,

Syne a' their fauts will no be feen,
My jo Janet.

Kind Sir, for your courtefie,
When ye gae to the crofs, then,

For the love ye bear to me,
Buy me a pacing horfe, then.

Pace upo* your fpinning wheel,
Janet, Janet,

Pace upo' your fpinning wheel,
My jo Janet. '

\
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SONG X.

MARY's DREAM.

The moon had climb9d the high-eft hill which rifes

Jhed her fil-ver light on tow9r and tree ; when Mary

laid her down to feep, her thoughts on Sandy far

Mary, weep no more for me.

She from her pillow gently rais'dHer head to afk, who there might be.She faw young Sandy fhiv'ring ftand,With vifage pale and hollow eye>
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u O Mary dear, cold is my clay,

" It lies beneath a ftormy fea,
" Far, far from thee, I deep in death,

" So Mary, weep no more for me.

" Three ftormy nights and dorrny days
tc We tòfs'd upon the raging main:

cc And long we drove our bark to fave,
" But all our driving was in vain.
Ev'n then, when horror chiil'd my blood,
" My heart was fiil'd with love for thee;

" The dorm is pad, and I at red,
" So Mary, weep no more for me.

c: O maiden dear, thyfelf prepare,
" We ioon (hall meet upon that fhore,

cc Where love is free from doubt and care,
" And thou and I fhall part no more."

Loud crow'd the cock; the fhadow fled,
No more of Sandy could Ihe fee ;

But foft the palling fpirit faid,
" Sweet Mary, weep no more for meT

0
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SONG XL

HAD NEPTUNE.

4*-*

Had Neptune, whenfirft he tool charge of thefea, been as

wife3 or at leafi been as merry as we, he'd have thought
izzqqi—z==:
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better on't, inflead of the brine, would havefili'd the
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vaji ocean with generous wine. -
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generous wine,
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What trafficking then would have been on the main,
For the fake of good liquor, as well as for gain,
No fear then of tempeft, or danger of finking,
The fifhes ne'er drown that are always a-drinking.
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The hot thirfty fun would drive with more hade,
Secure in the evening of fuch a repad;
And when he'd got tipfey, wou'd have taken his nap,
With double the pleafure in Thetis's lap.

By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine,
Confider how gloriouily Phcebus would Ihine,
What vad exhalations he'd draw up on high,
To relieve the poor earth as it wanted fupply.
How happy us mortals, when bleft with fuch rain,
To fill all our velfels, and fill 'em again,
Nay even the beggar that has ne'er a dilh,
Might jump in the river and drink like a fifli.
What mirth and contentment, on every one's brow,
Hob as great as a prince, dancing after his plough
The birbs in the air as they play on the wing,
Altho' they but fip would eternally fing.
The dars, who I think, don't to drinking incline,
Would friik and rejoice at the fume of the wine ;
And merrily twinkling would foon let us know,
That they were as happy as mortals below.
Had this been the cafe, what had we enjoy'd,
Our fpirits dill rifing our fancy ne'er cloy'd;
A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r,
To flip like a fool, fuch a fortunate hour.
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SONG XII.

TULLOCHGORUM.
Fiddlers, your pins in temper fix,And rofet weel your fiddle-ilicks ;But banifh vile Italian tricks

Frac out your quorum :
Norforte* wiy pianos mix,

Gie's Ttillochgorum.
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Tullocbgorum's my delight,
it gars us a' in ane unite,
And ony fumph that keeps up fpite ;

In confcience I abhor him,
Blithe and merry we's be a',
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry,
Blithe and merry we's be a',

To make a chearfu' opiorum.
Blithe and merry we's be a',
As lang's we ha'e a breath to draw,
And dance till we be like to fa',

The reel of Tullochgorum.

There needs na' be fo great a phrafe
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays
I wadna gi'e our ain Strathfpeys

For half a hundred fcore o'm.
They're dowff and dowie at the beft,
DowfF and dowie, dowff and dowie,
They're dowff and dowie at the beft,

Wi' a' there variorum.
They're dowff and dowie at the beft,
Their allegro's, and a' the reft,
They cannot pleafe a Highland tafte,

Compar'd wi' Tullochgorum.

Let warldly minds themfelves opprefc
Wi' fear of want, and double cefs,
And filly fauls themfelves diftrefs

Wi' keeping up decorum.
Shall we fae four and fulky fit,
Sour and fulky, four and fulky,
Shall we fae four and fulky fit,

Like auld Philofophorum ?
Shall we fae four and fulky fit,
Wi' neither fenfe, nor mirth, nor wit.
And canna rife to fhake a fit

At the reel of Tullochgorum ?
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May choiceft bleflings ftill attend
Each honeft-hearted open friend,
And calm and quiet be his end,

Be a' that's good before him 1
May peace and plenty be his lot,
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty,
May peace and plenty be his lot,

And dainties a great ftore o'm!
May peace and plenty be his lot,
Unftain'd by any vicious blot ?
And may he never want a groat

That's fond of Tullochgorum.
But for the difcontented fool,
Who wants to be oppreflion's tool,
May envy gnaw his rotten foul,

And blackeft fiends devour him!
My dole and forrow be his chance,
Dole and forrow, dole and forrow,
May dole and forrow be his chance,

And honeft fouls abhor him !
May dole and forrow be his chance,
And a' the ills that come frae France
Whoe'er he be that winna dance

The reel of Tullochgorum,
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SONG XIII.

OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH.

Ifs open the doorfomepity to Jhow, ifs open the door

to me, Oh ! Tho' you have been falfe, Pll always

ikfc^rzpd
prove true, So open the door to me, oh /
Cold is the blaft upon my pale cheek,
But colder your love unto me, Oh!

Though you have, &c.

She's open'd the door, (he's open!d it wide,
She fees his pale corps on the ground, Oh !

Though you have, &c.

My true love, fhe cry'd, then fell down by his fide,
Never, never to fhut again, Oh!

Though you have, feV.
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SONG XIV.

RUSSEL's TRIUMPH.
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be won,
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Tourville on the main triumphant row I'd,

To meet the gallant Ruffei in coriibat on the deep;
He led a noble train of heroes bold.

To fink the Englifh Admiral at his feet.
Now every valiant mind to viftory doth afpire,
The bloody fight's begun, the fea is all on fire;

And mighty fate flood looking on,
Whiift a flood all of blood,

Filfd the fcuppers of the rifing fun.

Sulphur* fmoak, and fire, difiurbing the air,
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic fliore 5

Their regulated bands flood trembling near,
To fee the lofty firearners now no more:
At fix o'clock, the red, the lmiling vidlors ied.

To give a fecond blow, the fatal overthrow ;
Now death and horror equal reign,

Now they cry, run and die,
Britifh colours ride the vanauifli'd main.

See they fly, amaz'd, thro' rocks and fands,
One danger they grafp at to fhun the greater fate,

In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands,
The nymphs and fea-gods mourn their loft eflate.

For evermore adieu, thou dazzling rifing fun,
From thy untimely end thy mailer's fate begun ;

Enough, thou mighty god of war :
Now we firtg, blefs the King!

Let us drink to ev&ry Britifh Tar.

D
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SONG XV.

'TWAS WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBURGH.

9Twas within a mile of Edinburgh town} in the ro-fy

down, and each fhepherd woo'd his dear, bonny Jocky blyth

_ftl.—
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andfrowning faid) no, noy it wonnot do, I cannot9 can¬

not > wonnot, wonnot, maunnot buckle too.
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0 Jocky was a wag, that never wou'd wed,
Though long he had followed the lafs,
Contented (he work'd, and eat her brown bread,
And merrily turn'd up the grafs.

Bonny Jocky blyth and gay,
Won' her heart right merrily,
But ftiil (he blufh'd and frowning faid,

I cannot,

But when that he vow'd he wou'd make her his bride,
Tho* his herds and his flocks were not few,
She gave him her hand and a kifs befides,
And vow'd fhe'd for ever be true.

1 Bonny Jocky blyth and gay,
Won her heart right merrily,
At church flie no more frowning faid,

I cannot, SsV.

Dij
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SONG XVI.

THE FLOWERS OF EDINBURGH.

My love was once a bonny lad, he was the flow'r of

light, in ft-—lent tears IJlill complain, and exclaim'gainft

thofe my ri—valfoes, that hae to*en from me my dar¬
■a g fs -
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ling fwain.

Defpair and anguifh fills my bread:,
Since I have lod my blooming rofe;

I figh and moan while others red,
His ab fence yields me no repofe.
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To feek my love I'll range and rove,
Thro' ev'ry grove and diftant plain;

Thus I'll ne'er ceafe, but fpend my days,
T' hear tidings from my darling Twain.

There's nothing ftrange in nature's change,
Since parents fhew fuch cruelty;

They caus'd my love from me to range,
And knows not to what deftiny.

The pretty kids and tender lambs
May ceafe to fport upon the plain;

But I'll mourn and lament, in deep difcontent,
For the abfence of my darling Twain.

Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat,
To Tend a fair and pleafant gale;

Ye dolphins Tweet, upon me wait,
And do convey me on your tail.

Heav'ns blefs my voyage with fuccefs,
While eroding of the raging main,

And fend me fafe o'er to that diftant ftiore,
To meet my lovely darling fwain.

All joy and mirth at our return
Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay;

The bells fhail ring, and Tweet birds Ting,
To grace and crown our nuptial day.

Thus blefs'd with charms in my love's arms,
My heart once more 1 will regain,

Then I'll range no more to a diftant fhore,
But in love will enjoy my darling fwain*
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SONG XVII.

THE STORM.

Pliilliii
Ceafe rude Boreas, bluJPring raìler^ lift, ye land/men
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gers ofthe fea,frombounding billows in motion, when
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Lively•
Hark! the boatfwain hoarfely bawling,—

By topfail {heets, and haulyards ftand !
Down top-gallants quick be hauling!

Down your ftay-fails, hand, boys, hand!
Now it frefhens, fet the braces;

Quick the topfail Iheets let go;
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces!

your topfails nimbly clew!
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Slow.
Now all you on down-beds fporting,

Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms,
Frefh enjoyments wanton courting,

Free from all but love's alarms,—
Round us roar the temped louder;

Think what fear our mind enthrals :
Harder yet, it yet blows harder ;

Now again the boatfwain calls:
}uick.

The topfaii-yards point to the wind, boys!
See all clear to reef each courfe!

Let the fore-fheets go; don't mind, boys,
Though the weather fhouid be worfe.

Fore and aft the fprit-fail yard get;
Reef the mizen ; fee all clear :

Hand up! each preventer-brace fet;
Man the fore-yard; cheer, lads, cheer!

Slow.
Now the dreadful thunder's roaring!

Peals on peals contending clafh!
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring!

In our eyes blue lightnings fialh !
One wide water all around us,

All above us one black fky 1
Dift'rent deaths at once furround us.

Hark! what means that dreadful cry ?

Quick.
The foremafl's gone, cries every tongue out,

O'er the lee, twelve feet 'Jbovedeck.
A leak beneath the cheit-tree's fprung out 5

Call all hands to clear the wreck.
Chiick the lanyards cut to pieces !

Come, my hearts be flout, and bold !
Plumb the well, the lake increafes j

Four feet water in the hold!
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Slow.
While o'er the ihip wild waves are beating,We for wives or children mourn ;Alas ! from hence there's no retreating jAlas! from hence there's no returm
Still the lake is gaining on us ;

Both chain pumps are choak'd below*
Heav'n have mercy here upon us !

For only that can fave us now !

Quick.
O'er the lee-beam is the land boys;Let the guns o'er-board be thrown ;
To the pump come every hand* boys;See our mizen-maft is gone,The leak we've found; it cannot pour fall rWe've lighten'd her a foot or more;
Up, and rig a jury fore-maf! ;

She rights, fhe rights, boys! wear off flhore
Now once more on joys we're thinking,Since kind fortune fpar'd our lives;Come the cann, boys, let's be drinkingTo out fweethearts and our wives.
Fill it up, about fhip wheel it;

Clofe to th' lips a brimmer join.Where's the tempeft now; who feels it ?
None ! 0ur danger's drown'd in wine !
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SONG XVIII.

IN LOVE SHOULD THERE MEET.

In loveJhould there meet afondpair, untutored by fa*
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SONG XIX.

LOVELY GODDESS.

Lovely goddefs, fprighily May, fairefl daughter of the

day, hither come with ro-fes crown9d,painting as you tread
~—.
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the ground, painting as you tread the ground. Tulips
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rear their glitt'ring heads, pinks bejirow their fragrant

beds, woodbines fpangled o'er with dew, deck their ar~
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borets for you, deck their ar—bo—rets for you.

Hear the birds around thee fmg,
In the gardens of the fpring ;
Ev'ry bufh and ev'ry tree
Warbles forth it's joy to thee.
Nature's fongfters all are gay
At the lov'd approach of May •
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All, great Queen, thy praifes Ting,
Thine, great Emprefs of the fprlng.
Goddefs, in thy veft of green;
Goddefs, with thy youthful mein ;
Hafte and bring thy mines of wealth
Gladnefs, and her parent, heakh ;
Bring with thee thy chearful train,
Chacing care, and chacing pain,
See, the lovely graces, all
Throng obedient to thy call.
Goddefs, hafte, and bring with thee
Virtue's child, fair liberty;
For, if liberty's away,
Who can take the month of May ?
Here he comes, I hear the found
Of the merry fongfters round :
Here he comes all frefh and gay,
Paying homage to thee, May.
Goddefs, who perfum'ft the air,
Who haft decked the earth fo fair;
Thou, with gladnefs by thy fide
StilPft the raging of the tide;
Bid'ft the winds forbear to roar,
And ftern winter feen no more ;
Meads and groves their echos ring.
Love himfelf is on the wing.

l ovely nymph, divineft May,
Thou to whom this verfe I pay:
O ! thy healing warmth impart
To the miftrefs of my heart;
Ev'ry day with gladnefs crown,
By her health, preferve my own :
Blooming nymph, of heavenly birth,
Goddefs, thou, of health and mirth-

Eij
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SONG XX.

WHILE MISERS ALL NIGHT.
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Let fharpers attempt by falfe arts to enfnare,
Till at length they receive their long merited fare,
Let fpendthrifts confume till too late they repent,
The lofs of their riches fo lavifhly fpent,

While with honeft induftry we live the day long,
And enjoy us at night, then conclude with a fong»

Tho' drunkards in claret fuch rapture exprefs,
They'd find it more fov'reign, were they to drink lefs :
Tho' rakes fay in women is centered our blifs,
They've reafon fometimes to regret a clofs kifs.

Such diff'rent extremes then to us don't belong,
And yet women and wine are the life of our fong.

Yet topers and rakes, would ye lead happy lives,
Be mod'ratc in drinking and chufe modeft wives,
Let churchmen with churchmen, and courtiers be friends,
For on friendfhip all earthly enjoyment depends.

And when ye're united thus lading and ftrong,
Like us you'll be jovial, and end with a fong.
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SWEET ANNIE.

when Jocky's toft ahoon the tide. Far aff to dijiant
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realms he gangs, yet F11prove true as he has been; and

his faithful ane.

I met our wealthy laird yeflreen,
Wi* gcurd in hand he tempted me,

He prais'd my brow, my rolling een,
And made a brag of what he'd gi'e.
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What tho' my Jocky's far away,
Toft up and down the anfome main,

IT! keep my heart anither day,
Since jocky may return again.

Nae mair, falfe Jamie, fmg nae mair,
And fairly caft your pipe away ;

My Jocky wad be troubled fair,
To fee his friend his love betray :

For a* your fongs and verfe are vain,
While Jocky's notes do faithful flow $

My heart tp him (hall true remain,
I'll keep it for my conftant jo.

Blaw faft, ye gales, round Jocky's head.
And gar your waves be calm and ftill

His hameward fail with breezes fpeed,
And dinna a' my pleafure fpill.

What tho' my Jocky's far away,
Yet he will braw in filler fhine ;

I'll keep my heart anither day,
Since Jocky may again be mine,
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' SONG XXII,

TOPSAILS SHIVER IN THE WIND.

fea; but yet my foul,my hmymind, are, Mary,

mooted with thee. For,tho' thy failor's bound a—far, Jlill

love Jhallbe his leadingflar; for thoy thy filler's bound a-%

far,Jlill love Jhall be his lead—ing far*
Should landmen flatter when we're fail'd,

O doubt their artful tales;
No gallant failor ever fail'd,

If love breath'd conflant gales;Thou art the compafs of my foul
Which fleers rov heart from pole to pole.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS*

Sirens in every port we meet,
More fell than rocks or waves

But fuch as grace the Britifh fleet,
Are lovers and not Haves :

No foes our courage fhall fubdue,
Altho' we've left our hearts with you,

Thefe are our cares, but if you're kind
We'll fcorn the dafhing main,

The rocks, the billows, and the wind,
The pow'r of France and Spain:

Nov/ England's glory refls with you,
Our fails are full, fweet girls, Adieu!
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SONG XXIII.

I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE.

Jìay^ dearejl A~donis,Jiay, why wilt thon grieve me Ì

Alas, my fond heart will break, if thou fhauld leave me,

I'll live and die for thyfake, yet never leave thee.

Say, lovely Adonis, fay,
Has Mary deceiv'd thee?

Did e'er her young heart betray
New love to grieve thee ?

My conftant mind ne'er ihall ftray.Thou may believe me;
I'll love thee, lad, night and day,And never leave thee.

Adonis, my-charming youth,
What can relieve thee ?

Can Mary thy anguifh foothe,
This breaft fhall receive thee.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

My paflion can ne'er decay,
Never deceive thee :

Delight ihall drive pain away,
Pleafure revive thee.

But leave thee, lad, leave thee, lad,
How fhall I leave thee?

O! that thought makes me fadj
I'll never leave thee.

Where would my Adonis fly ?
Why does he grieve me ?

Alas! my poor heart will die,
If I fhould leave thee.



«
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SONG XXIV.

THE LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MUIR.

The laft time I came o'er the muir, I left my love be-

gppilipgiiilgihind me ; ye pow'rs, what pain do I endure, when foft

ygSj&r&#***L-jfen 1— ^j-t
i—de-as mind me. Soon as the ruddy morn difplay'd,
TCT-

-fr-~
:tntldozft:i1-aft**-jfg;

the beaming day evfuing, / 772# betimes my love-ly maid,

——1—ggP — 1 .. .— :djucl„pupìC-. h "ti'i - ■

in fit re—treats for wooing.
Beneath the cooling /hade we lay,

Gazing and chafteiy /porting ;
We kifs'd and promised time away,

'Till night fpread her black curtain.
I pitied all beneath the ikies,

Even kings when /lie was nigh me j
In raptures i beheld her eyes,

Which could but ill deny me.
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Should I be call'd where cannons roar,
Where mortal fteel may wound me j

Or call upon fome foreign fhore,
Where dangers may furround me;

Yet hopes again to fee my love,
To feaft on glowing kiffes,

Shall make my care at diftance move,
In profpeft of fuch bliffes.

In all my foul there's not one place
To let a rival enter;

Since flie excels in every grace,
In her my love fhall center.

Sooner the leas fhall ceafe to how,
Their waves the Alps to cover ;

On Greenland's ice fhall rofes grow,
Before I ceafe to love her.

The next time I gang o'er the muir,
She fhall a lover find me ;

And that my faith is firm and pure,
Tho' I left her behind me.

Then Hymen's facred bonds fhall chain
My heart to her fair hofom;

There, while my being does remain,
My love more frefli fhall bloffom.
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SONG XXV. '

BESSEY BELL AND MARY GRAY.

SSiìi -N—
!
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0 Bef-fy Bell and Mary Gray they were bonny

HÌiipiHpiiiÈH
laf—fes, they bigg'd a bow*r on yon burn brae, and theek'd

it o'er wi9 rajhes. Fair Bejfey Bell I loo'd ye-Jlreen,

and thought I ne'er cou'd alter ; but Mary Gray's twa paw¬

ky een they gar myfancy fault'er.

Now Befiey's hair's like a lint-tap;
She fmiles like a May morning,

When Phoebus ftarts frae Thetis' lap,
The hills with rays adorning:

White is her neck, faft is her hand,
Her waift and feet's fu' genty;

With ilka grace fhe can command;
Her lips, O vow! they're dainty.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

And Mary's locks are like a craw,
Her een like diamonds glances :

She's ay fay clean, redd up, and braw,
She kills whene'er (he dances:

Blyth as a kid, with wit at will,
She blooming, tight, and tall is ;

And guides her airs fae gracefu' ftill,
O Jove! Ihe's like thy Pallas.

Dear Befley Bell and Mary Gray,
Ye unco fair opprefs us;

Our fancies jee between you tway,
Ye are fie bonny lafies :

Waes me ; for baith I canna get,
To ane by law we're flented;

Then I'll draw cuts and tak my fate,
And be with ane contented.
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SONG XXVI.

EWE-BUGHTS MARION.

•* ■Mm -

* ^
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ill
Will ye go to the ewe-blights Marion, and wear in the

Ipsfees
Jheep wi' me? ThefunJhinesfweet my Marion, but nae half

~T UC-? —1 fc

faefweet as thee. Thefun jhinesfweet my Marion,butnae

m m i
.41

halffaefweet as thee.
O Marion's a bonny lafs,

And the blyth blinks in her ee';
And fain wad I marry Marion,

Gin Marion wad marry me.

There's goud in your garters, Marion,
And filk on your white haufs-bane \

Fu' fain wad I ldfs my Marion,
At e'en when I come hame.

I've nine milk ewes, my Marion 5
A cow and a brawny quey,

I'll gi'e them a' to my Marion,
Juft on her bridal day.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

And ye's get a green fey apron,
And waflecoat of the London brown,

And vow but ye will be vap'ring,
Whene'er ye gang to the town.

I'm young and flout, my Marion;
Nane dances like me on the green ;

And gin ye forfake me Marion,
rii e'en draw up wi' Jean.

*

Sae put on your pearlins, Marion,
And kyrtle of the cramafie !

And foon as my chin has nae hair on, t
I fhall come weft, and fee ye.

G

/
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SONG XXVII.

ETRICK BANKS.
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On Etrick banks,ae fummer'snight, at gloming when

ferÈ:mm
the Jheep drave hame, I met my iajfie hraw and tight,

urn
came w>ading barefoot a* her lane; my heart grew light, I

ran, I Jiang my arms about her li—ly neckb and kifsfd
^

and clapped her therefu9 lang, my words they were na

b:
/*i.

I faid, My laffie,.will ye go
To the Highland hills, the Earfe to learn,

I'll baith gi'e thee a cow and ew,
When ye come to the brigg of Earn,
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At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er fafh,
And herring at the Broomielaw;

Chear up your heart, my bonny lafs,
There's gear to win we never faw.

All day when we have wrought enough,
When winter, froft and fnaw begin,

Soon as the fun gaes weft the loch,
At night when ye fit down to fpin,

I'll fcrew my pipes and play a fpring:
And thus the weary night we'll end,

Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring
Our pleafant furnmer back again.

Syne when the trees are in their bloom,
And gowans glent o'er ilka field,

I'll meet my lafs amang the broom,
And lead you to my fummer ftiield.

Then far frae a' their fcornfu' din,
That make the kindly hearts their fport,

We'll laugh and kifs, and dance and fing,
And gar the iangeft day feem fhort.

G ij

»■
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SONG XXVIII.

FRIEND AND PITCHER.
Moderate.

TO
W 'H

The wealthy fool with gold inJlore, willfill defire to

grow richer, give me hut thefe, I afk no more, my charm-
Chorus,

ing girl, my friend, and pitcher. Myfriendfo rare, wy

_.—fswn——
*4 j,
J—* j—_

.—.

(C— F3Fiifir
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——J • MIr ~4 My
-er*

—

5^— y ÈE
£/>7 fo fair, with fuch what mortal can he richer; give

but thefe, # jfor with my fweet girl9 my

jwIB -TS"

friend and pitcher.

:==!:

From morning fun I'd never grieve
To toil a hedger or a ditcher,

If that when I come home at eve,
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher.

My friend fo rare, &V.



V w

VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

Tho* fortune ever fhuns my door, *
I know not what can bewitch her ;

With all my heart can I be poor,
With my fweet girl, my friend, and pitcher.

My friend fo rare, &c.

53

SONG XXIX.

MAN MAY ESCAPE,

Man may efcape from rope or gun, nay fome have out-

livd the doctor's pill; who takes a woman mujl be un¬

±r— 1ppfcI
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done^ that ba-fi—lifk is fure to kill. The fly thatftps

treacle is lojl in the fweetsrfo he that taftes woman, wo-
&

t
man, woman, he that tajles woman ruin meets.

>1
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SONG XXX.

NOW PHOEBUS GILDS.
Recit.

EIÌèIEÌ^Ì^IEÌPÌ
Now Phoebus gilds the orient fhies, the lark begins the

-m-

E--p.I mm
lay, thefonorous horn bids fportfmen rife, to hail the new-

born day: the hounds are out, their chearful notes refcund,

iszx+r^zxz
ifcKz^Ez

while diflant hills return it all around. OVr hill and

o'er dale, ditches, cVr as fwift as the wind we

:£-p-
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pur-fue, £5 fwift as the wind ive pur-fue, the fox or the

dbcs==

or thefwift footed deer, no matter whatfport is in
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WW.

I@im*
no mat-

ter what/port is in view.

Health waits on the chace,
Paints with blufhes the face,

Spleen and vapours are left in the rear.
The brooks and the floods,
And the deep embrown'd woods.

Delightful around us appear.

To the fports of the field
All others muft yield,

For hunting's of ancient renown;
Kings and princes, of old,
Have this paflime extoll'd,

Royal hunters have fat on the throne.
Hills and vallies o'erpaft,
Now homeward we hafte,

And our miftrefles hearty embrace :
New ftrength we obtain,
By our fports on the plain,

For ftrength ftill attends on the chace.
Now the bowl comes in view,
Which with glee we purfue,

And thus happily finifh the day:
To the huntrefs divine,
To Diana we join,

While each chorus loudly huzza.
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SONG XXXI.

THE YOUNG MAN's WISH.

Free from the buftle care andftrife, of this Jhort <ua-

rie--ga*-ted life, 0 let mefpend my days in ruralfweetnefs,

S=PI
with a friend, to whom my mind I may unbend, nor cen-

Jure heed or praife^ nor cenfure heed or praife•

Riches bring cares—I afk not wealth.
Let me enjoy but peace and health,

I envy not the great:
*Tis thefe alone can make me bleft ;
The riches take of eaft and weft,

1 claim not thefe or ftate.

Tho' not extravagant nor near,
But through the well fpent checker'd year,

I'd have enough to live;
To drink a bottle with a friend,
Àflift him in diftrefs, ne'er lend.

But rather freely give,
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1 too would wifh, to fweeten life,
A gentle, kind, good natur'd wife,

Young, fenfible and fair :
One who could love but me alone,
Prefer my cot to e'er a throne,

And foothe my every care.

Thus happy with my wife and friend,
My life I chearfully would fpend,

With no vain thoughts oppreft;
If heav'n has biifs for me in flore,
O grant me this, I afk no more,

And i am truly blefl.

H
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SONG XXXII.

THE MATRON'S WISH.

When mylocks aregrown hoary,and my vifage looks pale,
45_b-Ib—

^IÌiÌpPÌEÌplÈÌg
when myforehead has wrinkles, and mine eyefight doesfail,

may my words and mine adions he freefrom all harm, may
Chorus.

t~ty
izMzrjii

I have a good hujhand to keep my back warm. 0 theplea-
-v gi=^===ra=:

fares ofyouth, they are flow1 rs but of May, our life1s but
5-i-t—}} 11 - ■ IH : r^r:E: ! -i —1

p j 1
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a vapour, our bodies but clay, yet let me live well, tho* I

live but a day.

3:

"With a fermon on Sunday, and a Bible of good print ^With a pot on the fire, and good viands in't 5

\
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With ale, beer, and brandy, both winter and fummer,
To drink to my goffip, and be pledg'd by my cummer.

The pleafures of,
With pigs and with poultry, and fome money in ftore
To purchafe the needful, and to give to the poor;
With a bottle of Canary, to hp without fin,
And to comfort my daughter whene'er fiie lies in.

The pleafures of, &c.
With a bed foft and eafy to reft on at night,
With a maid in the morning to rife with the light,
To do her work neatly, and obey my defire,
To make the houfe clean, and blow up the fire.

The pleafures of,

With health and content, and a good eafy chair ;
With a thick hood and mantle, when I ride on my mare.
Let me dwell near my cupboard, and far from my foes,
With a pair of glafs eyes to clap on my nofe.

The pleafures of, SsV.

And when I am dead, with a figh let them fay,
Our honeft old cummer's now laid in the clay :
When young, lhe was chearful, no fcold, nor no whore 5
She affifted her neighbours, and gave to the poor.

Tho9 the flow9 r of her youth in her age did decay,
Tho9 her life like a vapour evanijh9d away,
She liv9d well a*nd happy unto her làfl day.
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SONG XXXIII.

THE VICAR AND MOSES,
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At thefign of the horfe, old Spirit:xt of courje, each
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;2/g-Ztf *00^ £/> pipe and his pot, cVr a jorum cf nappy, 'gw/fc
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pieafant and happy, w placed this canoni-cal fct, Tol
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d<? ral de rol li dol di doL
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The evening was dark, when in came the clerk,
With reverence due and fubmiffion;

Firft firok't his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat,
And bowing, preferred his petition.

I'm come, Sir, lays he, to beg, look d'ye fee,
Of your reverend worfhip and glory,

To inter a poor baby, with as much fpeed as may be,
And I'll walk with the lanthorn before you.

The body we'll bury, but pray where's the hurry ?
Why Lord, Sir, the corpfe it does flay :

Yon fool hold your peace, lince miracles ceafe,
A corpfe, Mores, can't run away.
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Then Mofes he fmil'd, faying, Sir, a fmall child

Cannot long delay your intentions;
Why that's true, by St Paul, a child that is fmall,

Can never enlarge it's dimenfions.

Bring Mofes forne beer, and bring me fome, d'ye hear,
I hate to be call'd from my liquor:

Come, Mofes, the King, 'tis a fcandalous thing,
Such a fubjed (hould be but a Vicar.

Then Mofes he fpoke, Sir 'tis pad: twelve o'clock,
Befides there's a terrible fhower;

Why Mofes, you elf, fince the clock has (truck twelve,
I'm fure it can never itrike more.

Befides, my dear friend, this leffon attend,
Which to fay and to fwear I'll be bold,

That the corpfe, fnow or rain, can't endanger, that's plain;
But perhaps you or I may take cold.

Then Mofes went on, Sir the clock has (truck one,
Pray Matter look up at the hand ;

Why it ne'er can ftrike lefs, 'tis a folly to prefs
A man for to go that can't (land.

At length, hat and cloak old Orthodox took,
But cram'd his jaw with a quid;

Each tipt off a gill, for fear they (hould chill,
And then ttagger'd away fide by fide.

-When come to the grave, the clerk hurn'd a (lave,
Whiitt the furpiice was wrapt round the Prieft;

Where fo droll was the figure of Mofes and Vicar,
That the parifh (till talk of the jeft.

Good people, let's pray, put the corpfe t'other way,
Or perchance I (hall over it (fumble;

'Tis bett to take care, tho' the fages declare,
A mortuum caput can't tremble.
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Woman that's born of a man, that's wrong, the leaf's tornA man, that is born of a woman,Can't continue an hour, but is cut down like a flow'r ;You fee, Mofes, death fpareth no man.

Here, Mofes, do look, what a confounded book,Sure the letters are turn'd upfide down.Such a fcandalous print, fure the devil is in't,That this Bafeet fhould print for the Crown.

Prithee, Mofes, you read, for I cannot proceed,And bury the corpfe in my flead.
(Amen. Amen.J

Why, Mofes, you're wrong, pray hold flill your tongue,You've taken the tail for the head.

O where's thy fling, Death ! put the corpfe in the earth,For, believe me, 'tis terrible weather.
So the corpfe was interr'd, without praying a word.And away they both flagger'd together,

Singing ToI de rol de rol ti del di dcU
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SONG XXXIV.

SWEET ENGAGER.
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Sweet en-ga-ger of my heart, gentle as the zephyr's

•n-f . . r-=

t
wing, Na-ture's beauty void of art, hear me

-rrrVK^FF+fe-I t
while thy praife I fing, hear me while thy praife
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I fing, hear me while thy praife I Jing.

If I call the iilly fair,
If the rofe can fhed perfume,

The lillies on thy bofom are,
And the rofe is in thy bloom.

Beauty and gòod-humour too,
Senfe and reafon to thy aid j

Ever kind and ever true,

Polly is a lovely maid.
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SONG XXXV.

CLUB YOUR FIRELOCKS.
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Club your firelocks,my lads,letus march to the

to try whether Monfleur willflick to his hoofls, for Par-
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blew! he cries, me vill Britain invadey hut Monfleur
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deals largely? dfctfZr largely, largely, but Monfleur
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largely, largely, deals largely, but Monfleur deals

liiSllpiill:
largely, fibbing9s his trade»



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS* 65
What fignifies all this confufion and pother,
Their routs and their marches from one place to to'ther,
Their tranfports to carry, their navies to fight
When learnt they thatFrenchmen bold Britons could fright.
We'll remind them (if haply their mem'ries are bad)
What drubbings and drefsings they formerly had,
When Britain's rous'd Lion ftretch d forth his ftrong paw,
To the Gallic Baboon he could always give law.

Can ye Frenchmen forget (ftill as friends we'll addrefs ye)
The bailing ye got at Poi£tiers and Crefsy ?
But fhould ye rejedt this as quite an old ftory,
The fall of laft war is ftill recent before ye.

Crofs quickly the channel! why all this delay,
We long to return you the vifit you pay,
In us you will find of politenefs no lack,
Will receive you fo well that you'll never go back.
What tho' the dull Spaniard ha8 join'd the French frifkers^
His Donfhip will find we can pull his grave whilkers:
The Havannah we'll put in our pockets again,
And blow both the Bourbons quite out of the main.

5
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SONG XXXVI.

RALPH AND SÙE.
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Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a bride,
Be marry'd to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd :
My body is flout, and my heart is as found,
And my love, like my courage, will never give ground.

I love Sue,
•.

_

Let ladies of fafnion the heft jointures wed,
And prudently take tire belt bidders to bed ;
Such figning and fealing's no part of our blifs,
We fettle our hearts; and we feal with a kifs.

I love Sue, Isfc.

Tho* Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your beaus,
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor we^rs your fine clothes,
In nothing he'll follow the folks oi high life,
Nor e'er turn his back on his friend, or his wife.

I lcve Ralph,

While thus I am able to work at my mill,
While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but lies (till,
Our joys fhall continue, and ever be new,
And none be fo happy as Ralph and his Sue. [Z

I love Sue, &c.
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SONG XXXVII.
WHEN MORN HER SWEETS.

M-L

When morn herfweets Jhallfirji unfold, and paint the

fee—cyclouds with gold, on tuft—ed green 0 let

£= m 1
me play, and welcome up the jo—cund day. Wak'd

§§ mm
by the gen-tle voice of love, a-rife my fair, a--rife

let
±31.
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and prove the dear delights fond lovers know, the befl of

bleffmgs here be-low, the bejl of blejfings here be-low,
To fome clear river's verdant fide,

Do thou my happy footfteps guide ;
In concert with the purling ftream,
We'll fing5 and love fliall be the theme:
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E'er night aflumes her gloomy reign,
When fhadows lengthen o'er the plain j
We'll to the myrtle grove repair,
For peace and pleafure wait us there.

The laughing god there keeps his court,
And little loves inceflant fport;
Around the winning graces wait,
And calm contentment guards the feat.
There loft in extafies of joy,
While tendereft fcenes our thoughts employ.
We'll blefs the hour our loves begun,
The happy moment made us one.
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HARK THE HORN.

[:iEi
t ■ ■■ ■ ' — «

j,

! 1
tf—3

Ft-

Hark the horn from the valley how lively it peals5 and
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Behold in the eaft, the clouds fever'd with light,
Plow glorious the profped that burfls on the fight;
A tumult of gladnefs plays round the warm heart,
And the fpirit of extacy throbs in each part;
The air courts the fenfe as it fteals o'er the field,
Enrich'd with the fragrance the rofe-thickets yield.

On his roofi: the flirill cock, early herald of morn,
Flaps his wings and proclaims the fun's welcome return.
The krk mounting fings, and the fweet-warbling thrulh
Pier dulcet fong carols from low hawthorn bufh:
For the op'ning the courfes impatiently pant,
And the deep-Ìcented hound longs the onfep to chant.
But fee from his covert, the fox {lowly creep,
And fteal leering backward along the woods fteep.
That holla proclaims him difcover'd! he fees
Flight's the refuge remaining, and runs with the breeze
Away in purfuit!—we'll his veftages trace
And mix with the clamours that chorus the chace.
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SONG XXXIX.

AH WHY MUST WORDS.

Ah why mujt words my flame reveal, what needs my
C~3N

Damon bid me tell what all my adions prove, what all

my adions prove, A blujh whene'er I meet his eye,

whene'er Ihear his name a flgh betrays my fecret love,

ègiir
- - be—trays my fecret love.

In all their fports upon the plain
My eyes (till fix'd on him remain,

And him alone approve;
The reft unheeded, dance or play,
He fteals from all my praife away,

And can he doubt my love.
Whene'er we meet my looks confefs
The pleafures which my foul polfefs,

And all it's cares remove»
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Still, flill too fhort appears his ftay,
I frame excufes for delay,

Can this, be ought but love ?

Does any fpeak in Damon's praife,
How pleas'd am I with all he fays,

And cv'ry word approve j
Is he defam'd, tho' but in jeft,
I feel refentment fire my breaft,

Alas, becaufe I love.

But O what tortures tear my heart,
When I fufped his looks impart,

The leaft defire to rove.

I hate the maid who gives me pain,
Yet him I flrive to hate in vain,

For ah! that hate is love.

Then afk not words but read my eyes,
Believe my blufhes, trufl my fighs,

AU thefe my pallion prove:
Words may deceive, may ipring from
But the true language of my he.art

To Damon muft be love.



74 CALLIOPE OR THE

SONG XL.

COME ROUSE BROTHER SPORTSMAN.

Come ronfe brother/port]man, the hunters all cry, we've

fofnr f
ftrong /cent and a favouring fky, we've got a ftrong

fcent $ we've got aJlrong fcent, we've got aJlrong fcent
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the dullfportfman forJleeping fo long.
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Bright Phoebus has {hewn us the glimpfe of his face,
Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the chace,
He foojji will be up, for his dawn wears away,
And makes the fields blufli with the beams of his ray.

Sweet Molly may teaze you perhaps to lie down,
Ai\d if you refufe her perhaps fhe may frown,
But tell her fweet love muff to hunting give place,
For as well as her charms, there are charms in the chace.

Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I fpy,
At his brufh nimbly follows brifk Chanter and Fly,
They feize on their prey, fee his eye-balls they roll,
We're in at the death, now return to the bowl.

There we'll fill up our glaffes, and toaft to the King.
From a bumper frefh loyalty ever will fpring,
To George peace and glory may heaven difpenfe,
And fox hunters flourifh a thoufand years hence.
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SONG XLI.

THE LASS OF PEATIE's MILL.
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The lafs of Peatie's mill fo bonny blyth and

gay, in fpite of all my Jkill, hathJiole my heart

away. When tedding of the hay, bare-head-ed on
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the green love midji her loch didplay, and wan-ton9d
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in her een.

Her arms, white, round, and fmooth ;
Breads rifing in their dawn;

To age it would give youth,
To prefs them with his hand.

Through all my fpirits ran
An extafy of blifs,

When I fuch fweetnefs fand,
Wrapt in a balmy kifs.
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Without the help of art,
Like flow'rs which grace the wild,

Her lweets (he did impart,
Whene'er (he fpoke or fmil'd

Her looks, they were fo mild,
Free from affe&ed pride,

She me to love beguil'd ;
I wilh'd her for my bride.

O ! had I all that wealth
Hoptouns high mountains fill,

In fur'd long life and health,
And pleafure at my will;

I'd promife, and fulfil,
That none but bonny (he,

The Iafs of Peatie's mill,
Should (hare the fame with me.
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SONG XLII.

AWAY TO THE FIELD.

ly be-dapledforebodes a fine day; the hounds are all

eager thefport to embrace, and carol aloud to be led to

k the chace, and carol aloud to be led to the chace. Then

hark in the morn to the call of the horn, and join with
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How charming the fight, when Aurora ftrft dawns,
To fee the bright beagles fpread over the lawns j
To welcome the fun, now returning from reft,
There mattins they chant as they merrily queft

Then hark in the morn, &c.

But oh ! how each bofom with tranfport it fills,
To ftart juft as Phoebus peeps over the hills ;
While joyous from valley to valley refoqnds
The fhouts of the hunters, and cry of the houndsr

Then hark in the morn, &c.

See how the brave hunters with courage elate,
Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate ;
Borne by their bold dourfers, no danger they fear,
And give to the winds all vexation and care.

Then hark in the morn, SsV.

Ye cits for the chace, quit the joys of the town,
And fcorn the dull pleafure of ileeping in down;
Uncertain your toil, or for honour, or wealth,
Ours ftill is repaid with contentment and health.

Then hark in the rhorn,
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SONG XLIII.

THE BLUSH OF AURORA.
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The blujh of Au-ro—ranow tinges the and deiu-
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be-fpangle the fweet fcented thorn ; then found hro-

ther fportfman found,found the gay horn, till Phoebus a-
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wakens the day, //// Phoebus a-wakens the day: and fee

Sym.

/zozt; he rifes! in fplendor how bright! 10 Pe an!
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10 Pe an for Phoebus, for Phoebus the god
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of delight, all glorious in beauty now ba-nifh-es night
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then mount, boys, ft? horfe and awayy to horfe and a—way9
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boys, /to to /tor/i? away.

What raptures can equal the joys of the chace !
Health* bloom, and contentment appear in each face,
And in our fwift courfers what beauty and grace,

While we the fleet flag do purfue;
While we,

At the deep and harmonious fweet cry of the hounds,
Wing'd by terror, wing'd by terror,
Wing'd by terror, he burfts from the forefl's wide bounds,
And tho' like the light'ning he darts o'er the grounds.

Yet ftill, boys, we keep him in view.
We keep him in view, we keep him in view, in view,
And tho' like the light'ning, &c.

t
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When chac'd till quite fpent, he his life does refign*Our vidim we'll offer at Bacchus's fhrine;
And revel in honour of Nimrod divine.

That hunter fo mighty of fame,
That hunter, EsV.

Our glaffes then charge to our country and king,Love and beauty ; love and beauty ;
Love and beauty we'll fill to, and jovially fmg;
Wifhing health and fuccefs, till we make the houfe ring,

To all fportfmen and fons of the game.
And fons of the game; and fons of the game \ the game
Wifhing health and fuccefs. itfc.
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SONG XLIV.

THE BLATHRIE O'T.
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WhenI think on this warld's pelf, and the little ivi'
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Jhare I have o't to myfelf\ and how the lafs that wants it

is by the lads forgot, may the Jhamefa? the gear and the

fc
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blathrie o't.

Jackie was the laddie that held the pleugh,
But now he's got gowd and gear eneugh;
He thinks nae mair of me that wears the plaiden coat ;

May the lhame, &c,

Jenny was the laflie that mucked the byre,
But now (he is clad in her filken attire,
And Jockie fays he loes her, and fwears he's me forgot;

May the lhame, &c.
But all this (hall never danton me,
Sae lang as 1 keep my fancy free:
For the lad that's fae inconftant, he is not worth a groat;

May the lhame, &c.
L ij
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SONG XLV.

THE BRAES OF YARROW.

joy to ilk—a grove, andpleafure in eachfouthern breeze

a-waken'd hope andJlumFring love. When JennyJung

with hearty glee to charm her winfome marrow my bon¬

ny laddie, gang wt me, my bonny laddie, gang wì' me,
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we'll o'er the braes of Tafrow, my bonny laddie, gang

i—fNp&tm t if !—j-1 -<SlEndh—

wi me, we'll o'er the braes of Tarrow, we'll o'er the
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braes of Yarrow, we!II o'er the braes of Yarrow, my

bonny laddie gang w? ?ne, we'll oer the brats of

Yarrow.

Young Sandy was the blythefl fwain
That ever pip'd on bonny brae;
Nae lafs could ken him free fiae pain,
Sae graceful, kind, fae fair and gay.

And Jenny fung, &c.
He kifs'd and lov'd the bonny maid,
Her fparkling een had won his heart,
No lafs the youth had e'er betray'd:
No fear had fhe, the làd no art.

And Jenny fung,
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SONG XLVI.

EVERY MAN TAKE HIS GLASS.

Evry man take his glafs in his hand, and drink a good
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health to cur king: many years may he ride o'er this land;
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janglingftraightway ceafe ; let every manJlrive for his
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country*s peace; neither tory nor whig, zt'/VZ? their par-

look big: here*s a health to all honejl men.

'Tis not owning a whimfical name
That proves a man loyal and juft:

Let him fight for his country's fame;
Be impartial at home, if in truft.
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3T!s this that proves him an honeft foul:
His health we'll drink in a brim-full bowl.

Then let's leave off debate,
No confufion create;

Here's a health to all honeft men.

When a company's honeftly met,
With intent to be merry and gay,

Their drooping fpirits to whet,
And drown the fatigues of the day—

What madnefs is it thus to difpute,
When neither fide can his man confute ?

When you've faid what you dare,
You're but juft where you were.

Here's a health to all honeft men.

Then agree, ye true Britons, agree,
And ne'er quarrel about a nick-name;

Let your enemies trembling fee
That a Briton is always the fame.

For our king our laws, our church, our ri(
Let's lay by all feuds, and ftraight unite :

Then who need care a fig
Who's a tory or a whig ?

Here's a health to all honeft men.
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NOBODY.
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If to force me to fing, it be your intention y fome one I

ft - | e^-:S[—i I1=1~gz: -F*-
s>—:FEb=t EMwill hint aty yet nobody mentiony nobody yoitll rry, pfhaw,

that rnufl be fluffy at finging Pm no-bo-dy, that's the

firfl proof Noy no-bo-dy, noy no-bo-dy, no-bo-dy, nobody,

nobody, wo.

Nobody's a name every body will own,When fomething they ought to be aftiarn'd of have done )'Tis a name well applied to old maids and young beaus.What they were intended for nobody knows.
No, nobody, tsfc.

If negligent fervants fhould china-plate crack,The fault is (till laid on poor nobody's back jIf accidents happen at home or abroad,When nobody's blain'd for it, is not that odd ?
No, nobody, &V.
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Nobody can tell you the tricks that are play'd,
When nobody's by, betwixt mafter and maid:
She gently crys out, Sir, there'll fome body hear us,
He foftly replies, my dear* no body's near us.

No, no body, &c.

But big with child proving, (he's quickly difcarded,
When favours are granted, nobody's rewarded;
And when die's examined, crys, mortals, forbid it,
If I'm got with child, it was nobody did it.

No, nobody, &c.

When by ftealth, the gallant, the wanton wife leaves,
The hufband's afFrighten'd, and thinks it is thieves;
He roufes himfelf, and crys loudly Who's there ?
The wife pats his cheek, and fays, nobody, dear.

No, nobody, &c.

Enough now of nobody, fare has been fung.
Since nobody's mentioned, nor nobody's wrong'd;
I hope for free fpeaking, I may not be blam'd,
Since nobody's injur'd, nor nobody's nam'd,

No, nobody, EsV.
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SONG XLVIII.

HAPPY DICK.
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Whence comes it, neighbour Dick, thai you uuith youth

ck and weded an. old wo—man,

Happy Dick !

Each belle condemns the choice
Of a youth fo gay and fprightly;

But we, your friends, rejoice,
That you have judg'd fo rightly :

Happy Dick!

Though odd to fome it founds,
That on threefcore you vèntur'd,

Yet in ten thoufand pounds
Ten thoufand charms are center'd i

Happy Dick!

Beauty, we know, will fade,
As doth the Ihort liv'd hour:
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Nor can the faireft maid
Infure her bloom an hour :

Happy Dick!
Then wifely you refign,

For fixty, charms fo tranfient;
As the curious value coin

The more for being ancient:
Happy Dick!
With joy your fpoufe fhall fee

The fading beauties round her.
And hie herfelf (fill be

The fame that firft you found her
Happy Dick!
Oft is the married ftate

With jealoufies attended;
And hence, through foul debate,

Are nuptial joys lufpended:
Happy Dick!
But you, with fuch a wife,

No jealous fears are under
She's yours alone for life,

Or much we all fhall wonder:
Happy Dick!
Her death would grieve you fore,

But let not that torment you;
My life (he'll fee fourfcore,

If that will but content you:
Happy Dick!
On this you may rely,

For the pains you took to win her
She'll ne'er in child-bed die,

Unlefs the d—1's in her :

Happy Dick!
M 2
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Some have the name of heil
To matrimony given :

How falfely you can tell,
Who find it fuch a heaven :

Happy Dick!

With you each day and night
Is crown'd with joy and gladnefs

While envious virgins bite
Their heated fheets for madncfs :

Happy Dick!

With fpoufe long {hare the blifs
Y'had mifs'd in any other;

And when you've bury'd this,
May you have fuch another :

Happy Dick!

Obferving hence, by you,
In marriage fuch decorum,

Our wifer youth {hall do
As you have done before 'em:

Happy Dick!
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SONG XLIX.

HOW STANDS THE GLASS AROUND ?

How jiands the glafs around?for Jhame! ye take no care

my hoys, howfiands the glafs around? let mirth and wine

a—bound. The trum—petsfound, the colours they are

~P~
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content with our hardfate, my hoys, on the cold ground.
Why, foldiers, why,

Shou'd we be melancholy, boys ?
Why, foldiers, why ?
Whofe bufinefs 'tis to die!
What, fighing? fie!

Don't fear, drink on, be jolly, boys!
'Tis he, you, or I!
Cold, hot, wet, or dry,

We're always bound to follow, boys,
And fcorn to fly !
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'Tìs but in vain,—
I mean not to upbraid you, boys,—

'Tis but in vain
For foldiers to complain,
Should next campaign

Send us to him who made us, boys,
We're free from pain i
But if we remain,

A bottle and kind landlady
Cure all again.

SONG L.

FIDELE's TOMB.
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To fair Fi--de-4e s glaffy tomb foft maids and village
3
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hinds Jhall bring each opening fweet of earliejl bloom:

and ri-'fle all the breath-ing fpring.
No wailing ghoft fliall dare appear,

To vex with fhrieks this quiet grove ;
But fliepherd lads aflemble here,

And tender virgins own their love.

No witber'd witch fhall here be feen,
No goblins lead their nightly crew}
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But female fays (hall haunt the green,
And deck thy grave with pearly dew*

The red-breafl oft at evening hours,
Shall kindly lend it's little aid,

With hoary mofs and gather'd flow'rs,
To deck the ground where thou art laid*

When howling winds and beating rain,
In temped fhake the Sylvian cell,

Or midft the chace upon the plain,
The tender thought on thee lhail dwell.

Each lonely fcene fhall thee reflore,
For thee the tear be daily (bed.

Belov'd till life could charm no more,
And mourn'd till pity's felf is dead, '
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SONG LI.

DONNEL AND FLORA.
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When merry hearts were gay, carelefs of ought but play,

^

poor FloraJlipt away, fad'ning to Mora, loofeflow*d her
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coal-black hair, quick heaved her bofom bare, and thus
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/0 the troubled airjhe vented her forrow.
" Loud howls the northern blafl," Bleak is the dreary wafte ;—" Hafte then, O Donnel hafte,

" Hafte to thy Flora*
, " Twice twelve long months are o'er," Since in a foreign fhore,

<€ You promis'd to fight no more,
" But meet me in Mora.

" Where now is Donnel dear ?
" Maids cry with taunting fneer,•* Say, is he ftill fincere

To his lov'd Flora.
<c Parents upbraid my moan,
c* Each heart is turn'd to (tone—•<
*c Ah Flora! thou'rt now alone," Friendlefs in Mora.
" Come, then, O come away," Donnel no longer flay ?
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Where can my rover firay
" From his dear Flora.

u Ah fure he ne'er could be
" Falfe to his vows to me.
" O heav'n, is not yonder he

" Bounding in Mora."
sc Never, O wretched fair,"
(Sigh'd the fad meffenger)
" Never (hail Donnel mair

" Meet his lov'd Flora.
cc Cold, cold beyond the main
" Donnel thy love lies (lain ;
(e He lent me to foothe thy pain

" Weeping in Mora.
" Well fought our gallant men*
" Headed by brave Burgoyne;
66 Our heroes were thrice led ort

6C To Britifh glory.
ec But ah! tho' our foes did flee*
" Sad was the lofs to thee,
u While every frefh victory

" Drown'd us in lbrrow;"
" Here, take this trufly blade,"
(Donnel expiring, faid)
u Give it to yon dear maid

" Weeping in Mora.
" Tell her, O Allan, tell,
cc Donnel thus bravely fell,
5C And that in his laft farewell,

" He thought on his Flora."
Mute flood the trembling fair,
Speechlefs with wild defpair.
Then (hiking her bofom bare,

Sigh'd out " Poor Flora!
u Oh Donnel! O welladay !"
Was all the fend heart could fay:
At length the found died away,

Feebly in Mora.
N
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SONG LII.

THE BANKS OF THE DEE.
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'Twas fummer andfoftly the breezes were blowing, and
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fweetly the nightingalefungfrom the tree, at thefoot of
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a rock where the river was flowing, Ifat myfelf down

0/2 /£0 banks of the Dee. ifow 021 lovely Dee, flow on

thou fweet rivery thy banks > purefifirearn 'fhall be dear to
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me ever; for there Ifirfi gained the affeflion andfavour

WTTri"1~of Jamiethe glory and pride of the Dee.
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But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourning,
To quell the proud rebels for valiant is he;
And ah! there's no hopes of his fpeedy returning,
To wander again on the Banks of the Dee.
He's gone, haplefs youth! o'er the loud roaring billows;
The kinded and fweeteft of all the gay fellows;
And left me to dray 'mongd the once loved willows,
The lonelied maid on the banks of the Dee.

But time and my prayers, may perhaps yet reftore him,
Bled peace may redore my dear diepherd to me;
And when he returns, with fuch care I'll watch o'er him ;
He never diall leave the fweet Banks of the Dee.
The Dee then (had flow, all it's beauties difplaying;
The lambs on it's banks fhall again be feen playing;
While I, with my Jamie, am carelefsiy draying,
And tading again all the fwcets of the Dee.

ADDITIONS BY A LADY.

THUS fung the fair maid on the banks of the river,
And fweetiy re-echo'd each neighbouring tree;
But now all thefe hopes mud evanifh for ever,
Since Jamie fliall ne'er fee the Banks of the Dee.
On a foreign (hore the fweet youth lay dying,
In a foreign grave his body's now lying;
While friends and acquaintance in Scotland are crying
For Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee.

Ivlis-hap on the hand by whom he was wounded;
Mis-hap on the wars that cali'd him away
From a circle of friends by which he was furrounded.,
Who mourn for dear Jamie the tedious day.
Oh! poor haplefs maid, who mourns difcontented,
The lofs of a lover fo judiy lamented;
By time, only time, can her grief be contented,
And all her dull hours become chearful and gay.

N 2
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'Twas honour and bravery made him leave her mourningsFrom unjuft rebellion his country to free;
He left her, in hopes of his fpeedy returningTo wander again on the Banks of the Dee.
For this he defpifed all dangers and perils;
'Twas thus he efpoufed Britannia's quarrels,That when he came home he might crown her with laurels,The happieft maid on the Banks of the Dee.

But fate had determin'd his fall to be glorious,
Though dreadful the thought mull be unto me;He fell like brave Wolf where the troops were victorious,Sure each tender heart mull bewail the decree:
Yet, though he is gone, the once faithful lover,And all our fine fchemes of true happinefs over,No doubt he implored his pity and favour
For me he had left on the Banks of the Pees
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SONG LIII.

SONGS OF SHEPHERDS.
Not too fail.
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Sottifh Silenus to Phccbus the genius was fent by dame

Venus, £fong toprepare, inphrafe nicely coin'd, and verfe

quite refirìd, how theJlates divine hunted the haref
Stars quite tired with paftimes Olympical,

Stars and planets that beautiful (hone,
Could no longer endure that men only fiiould

Revel in pleafures, and they but look on.
Round about horned Lucina they fwarmed,

And quickly inform'd her how minded they were,
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Each god and goddefs to take human bodies,
As lords and ladies to follow the hare.

Chade Diana applauded the motion,
And pale Proferpina fat down in her place,

To guide the welkin, and govern the ocean,
While Dian conducted her nephews in chacc.

By her example, their father to trample,
The earth old and ample, they foon leave the air:

Neptune the water, and wine Liber pater,
And Mars the flaughter, to follow the hare.

Young god Cupid wras mounted on Pegafus,
Borrow'd o* the mufes with kilfes and prayers;

Stern Alcides upon cloudy Caucafus
Mounted a centaur that proudly him bears.

The poftilion of the Iky, light-heeled fir Mercury,
Made his fwift courfer fly fleet as the air;

While tuneful Apollo the padime did follow,
To whoop and to hollow, beys, after the hare.

Drowned Narciflfus, from his metamorphofis
Rous'd by Echo, new manhood did take.

Snoring Somnus updarted from Cim'ries :
Before for a thoufand years he did not wake.

There was lame club-footed Mulciber booted;
And Pan, too, promoted on Corydon's mare.

iEolus flouted ; with mirth Momus ihouted ;
While v/ife Pallas pouted, yet follow'd the hare.

Grave Hymen ufliers in lady Aftrea.
The humour took hold of Latona the cold.

Ceres the brown, too, with bright Cytherea,
And Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold;

Shamefac'd Aurora, with witty Pandora,
And Maria with Flora did company bear;

But Juno was dated too high to be mated,
Although, Sir, fhe hated not hunting the hare*
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Three brown bowls of Olympical ne£tar
The Troy-born boy now prefents on his knee;

Jove to Phoebus now caroufes in ne&ar,
And Phoebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me:

Wherewith infufed, 1 piped and mufed,
In language unufed, their fports to declare,

Till the vafl houfe of Jove like the bright fpheres did move,
Here's a health, then, to all that love hunting the hare.

.j...

SONG LIV.

SINCE THERE'S SO SMALL DIFFERENCE.

Since there's fo fmall difference 1iwixt drovjning and

&

drinking, we'll tipple and pray too, like marinersfinking.
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While they drinkfait water, we'llpledge them in wine, andCh<

pay our devotion at Bacchus's jhrine. Oh! Bacchus, great
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Bacchus, for ever defend us, and plentifulfore ofgcod
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Burgundy f°nd us->
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SONG LV.
DO YOU HEAR BROTHER SPORTSMAN;
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he lies, While hounds in full cryy thro9 hedges Jhallfly
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and chace thefwift hare till he dies, and chace thefwift

hare till he dies„

Then faddle your fieed, to the meadows and fields,
Both willing and joyous repair ;

No paftime in life greater happinefs yields,
Than chacing the fox or the hare.

Such comforts my friend.
On the fportfman attend.

No pleafure like hunting is found;
For when it is o'er,
As brifk as before,

Next morning we fpurn up the ground*

O
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SONG LVI.

FAL DE RAL TIT.

'7was I learnt a -pretty fong and I brought it

'* 1

o'er the feci by chance; and then in Wapping I did dance,

-P-P **-
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Oh the like was never feon, for I made the mufic loudfor
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to play, allfor to pafs the dull hours away, and when I
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had nothing leftfor to fay, then IJung Fal de ral tit, tit
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fal de ral, titfal de ray> then Ifung fal de ral tit, then
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we fungfal de ral tit.
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As I was walking down Thames flreet,
A (hip mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet,
And I v/^s refolv'd him for to treat,
"With a cann of grog, gillio!
A cann of grog they brought us flrait,
All for to pleafure my fhip mate,
And fatisfaclion give him flrait,

Then I fung Fal de ral tit, &c.
The macaronies next came in,
All drefl fo neat, and look'd fa trim,
And thinking for to flrike me dum,
There was half a fcore or more.
Some was fhort, and fome was tail,
But 'tis very well known that I lick'd them all
For I dous'd their heads againfl the wall,

Then I fung Fal de ral tit, Isfc.
The landlord then aloud did fay,
As how he wifh'd I wou'd go away;
And if I 'tempted for to flay,
As how he'd take the law.
Lord d—-me, fays I, you may do your worfl,
For I've not fcarcely quench'd my third,
All this I faid, and nothing worfe,

Then I fung Fal de ral tit, life.
It's when I've croft the raging main,
And be come back to Old England again,
Bringing home plenty of gold from Spain,
Of grog I'll dring galore ;
With a pretty girl for to fit by my fide,
And for her coilly robes I'll provide,
So that fhe fhall be fatisfied,

Then I'll fing Fal de ral tit, cfc.
O 2
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SONG LVII.

HIGHLAND QUEEN.

No more my fong Jhall be, yejof purl-ing

Jìrearns, or jlow ry plains ; more pleajing beauties now in-
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fpire^ and Phcebus tunes the warbling lyre; divinely aid-
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/to / mean to ce—le—brate to ce—le—braie my
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197
Highland Queen.

In her, fweet innocence you'll find,
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd;From pride and affe&ation free,
Alike (he fmiles on you and me,
The brightefl nymph that trips the green,I do pronounce my Highland Queen,
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No fordid wifh, or trifling joy,
Her fettled calm of mind deftroy;
Strift honour fills her fpotlefs foul,
And adds a luftre to the whole;
A matchlefs fhape a graceful mein,
All center in my Highland Queen.

How bleft that youth, whom gentle Fate
Has deftin'd for foiair a mate ;

Has all thefe wond'rous gifts in fiore,
And each returning day brings more :
No youth fo happy can be feen,
PoiTefiing thee, my Highland Queen»
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SONG LVIII.

QUEEN MARY's LAMENTATION.

I figh and lament me in vain, thefe walls can but

e—cho my mcan> a—las it increafes my pain, when

I think of the days that are gone, thro9 the grate of
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my prifon, I fee the birds as they wanton
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in air, my
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heart how it pants to be free> my looks they are wild
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with de—-[pair.

Above tho' oppreft by my fate,
I burn with contempt for my foes,

Tho' fortune has alter'd my (late
She ne'er can fubdue me to thofe \
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Falfe woman in ages to come,
Thy malice detefted fhall be

And when we are cold in the tomb
Some heart (till will forrow for me.

Ye roofs where cold damps and difmay,
With filence and folitude dwell,

How comfortlefs pafles the da/,
How fad tolls the evening ell;

The owls from the battlemen s cry,
Hollow wind feems to mur nur around,

O Mary, prepare thee to die,
My blood it runs cold at the found.
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SONG LIX.

qUEEN MARY's FAREWELL TO FRANCE.

:
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m
0! thou lovyd countryi where my youth wasfpent, dear

t
golden days allpaflinfweet content, where thefair morn-

llizi liil
ing of my clouded day Jhone mildly bright, and tempe-

iliiHSgSpg
rately gay, dear France, adieu, a long andfadfarewell;

no thought can image, and no tongue can tell, the pangs
m
riE±^3:?™xrt^=rr^x#:i:
/ feel at that drear wordfarewell!
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The (hip that wafts me from my friendly {hore,
Conveys my body, but conveys no more.

My foul is thine, that fpark of heav'nly flame,
That better portion of my mingled frame,

Is wholy thine, that part I give to thee, ^That in the temple of thy memory, >The other ever may enfhrined be. .)
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SONG LX«

OSGAR's GHOST.

0 fee thatform thaifa
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intly gleams,
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is Ofcar come

to chear myon wittgs of wind he J
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flies away, 0

ftay my lovely Ofcar^ftay.
Wake Offian, laft of Fingal's line,
And mix thy tears and fighs with mine*
Awake the Harp to doleful lays,
And foothe my foul with Ofcar's praife*
The Shell is ceas'd in Ofcar's Hall,
Since gloomy Kerbar wrought the fall,
The Roe on Morven lightly bounds,
Nor hears the cry of Ofcar's hounds.
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SONG. LXI.

JOHN O'BADENYON.

When firftI came io be a manoftwenty years or fo, I

thought myfelf a handfome youth, andfain the world would

know, in bejl attire IJlept abroad, with fpirits brifk and

gay, and here and there, and ev'ry where9 was like a morn

in May. No care I had, nor fear of want, but rambled

country or in town; Ifill was pleased where'er Iwent>and
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when I was alone, I turfd my pipe, andpleas'd myfell wi9

John 0'Badenyon.
Now in the days of youthful prime,

A miftrefs I mull find;
For love they fay, gives one an air,

And even improves the mind:
On Phillis fair, above the reft,

Kind fortune fix'd my eyes,
Her piercing beauty ftruck my heart,

And fhe became my choice :
To Cupid then, with hearty pray'r,

I offer'd many vow,
And dane'd, and fung, and figh'd and fwore,

As other lovers do :

But when at laft I breath'd my flame,
I found her cold as ftone;

I left the girl, and tun'd my pipe
To John of Badenyon.

When love had thus my heart beguil'd,
With foolifh hopes and vain,

To friendfhip's port I fteer'd my courfe,
And laugh'd at lovers' pain;

A friend I got by lucky chance,
'Twas fomething like divine;

An honeft friend's a precious gift,
And fuch a gift was mine:

And now whatever might betide,
A happy man was I,

In any ftrait I knew to whom
I freely might apply:

P a



A Jlrait foon came, my friend I try'd,
He laugh'd and fpurn'd my moan;

1 hy'd me home, and pleas'd myfelf
With John of Badenyon.

I thought I fhould be wifer next,
And would a patriot turn ;

Began to doat on Johnny Wilkes,
And cry up Parfon-Horne :

Their noble fpirit I admir'd,
And prais'd their manly zeal,

Who had with flaming tongue and pen,
Maintained the public weal;

But 'ere a month or two was pafl,
I found myfelf betray'd;

'Twas felf and party after all,
For all the flir they made.

At lafl I faw thefe fa&ious knaves
Infult the very throne;

I curs'd them all, and tun'd my pipe
To John of Badenyon.

What next to do I mus'd a while,
Still hoping to fucceed,

I pitch'd on books for company,
And gravely try'd to read ;

1 bought and borrow'd ev'ry where,
And ftudy'd night and day;

Nor mift what dean or doftor wrote,
That happen'd in my way :

Phiìofophy I now efteem'd
The ornament of youth,

And carefully, thro' many a page,
I hunted after truth :

A thoufand various fchemes Ì try'd.
And yet was pleas'd with none :

I threw them by, and tun'd my pipe
To John of Badenyon,

"• ' \ vJHfliK V
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And now, ye youngfters, every where,
Who want to make a {how,

Take heed in time, nor vainly hope
For happinefs below ;

What you may fancy pleafure here,
Is but an empty name ;

For girls, and friends, and books are fo,
You'll find them all the fanrfe.

Then be advis'd, and warning take,
From fuch a man as me;

I'm neither Pope nor Cardinal,
Nor one of low degree,

You'll find difpieafure ev'ry where :
Then do as I have done,

E'en tune your pipe, and pleafe yourfeli
With John of Badenyon.
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SONG LXII.

MAGGY's TOCHER.

^ »r- v -w
The meal was dearJhortfyne, we buckled us a the gither,
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and Maggy was jujl in her -prime when Willy made court-
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ing Jhot^andfyne came ben the lafs wi' fwats drawn frae

the butt. He JirJl fpeer'd at the guidman^ andfyne at

A

Giles the mither, an ye wad gie's a bit land, wi'd buckle

us e'en the githen
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My doughter ye (hall hae,
I'll gi' you her by the hand ;

But I'll part wi' my wife by my fae,
Or I part wi* my land.

Your tocher it fhall be good,
There's nane fall hae it's maik,

The lafs bound in her fnood,
And Crummie wha kens her (lake:

With an auld beclden o' claiths,
Was left me by my mither,

They're jet black o'er wi' flaes,
Ye may cuddle in them the gither*

Ye fpeak right well guidman,
But ye maun mend your hand,

And think o' modefty,
Gin ye'll not quat your land :

We are but young ye ken,
And now we're gawn the gither:

A houfe is but and ben,
And Crummie will want her fother,

The bairns are coming on,
And they'll cry, O their mither!

We have nouther pat nor pan,
But four bare legs the gither.

Your tocher's be good enough
For that you need nae fear,

Twa good (tilts to the pleugh,
And ye yourfell maun fteer ;

Ye (hall hae twa good pocks
That ane's were o' the tweel,

The t'ane to had the grots.
The ither to had the meal;

With an auld kid made of wands,
And that fall be your coffer;

Wi' aiken woody bands,
And that may had your tocher,
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Confider well guidman,
We hae but borrowed gear,

The horfe that 1 ride on

Is Sandy Wilfon's mare :
The faddle's nane of my ain:

And thae's but borrowed boots,
And when that I gae hame,

I maun tak to my koots :
The cloak is Geordy Watt's,

That gars me look fae croufe ;
Come fill us a cogue of fwats,

We'll make nae mair toom rufe.

I like you well young lad,
For telling me fae plain.

1 married when little I had
O' gear that was my ain :

But fyne that things are fae,
The bride (he maun come furth,

Tho' a' the gear (he'll hae,
It'll be but little worth.

A bargain it maun be,
Fy cry on Giles the mither:

Content am I quo' (he,
E'en gar the hiffy come hither*

The bride (he gade till her bed,
The bridgroom he came till her$

The fidler crap in at the fit,
And they cuddi'd it a1 the gither.
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SONG LXIIL

THE GRAY COCK.
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O faw ye my father, orfaw ye my mother, or faw

ye my true love John? I fazv not your father, I

faw not your mother> but 1faw your true love John.
Up Johnny rofe, and to the door he goes,

And gently dried the pin.
The laffic taking tent, unto the door (lie went,

And (he opened and let him in.

Flee up, flee up, my bonny gray cock,
And craw when it is day

Your neck fliali be like the bonny beaten gold.
And your wings of the filver gray.

The cock prov'd falfe, and untrue he was.
For he crew an hour o'er foon.

The hflie thought it day when (he fent her love ' way,
And it was but 1 blink of the moon.

Q,
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SONG LXXV.

WHEN ONCE TEIE GODS.
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The glittering dar and ribbon blue,
That deck the courtier's bread,

May hide a heart of blacked hue,
Though by the king carefs'd.

Let him in pride and fplendor roll;
We'er happier o'er a flowing bowl.

A flowing bowl, &c.
For liberty let patriots rave,

And damn the courtly crew,
Becaufe, like them, they want to have

The loaves and fifhes too.
I care not who divides the cole,
So I can fhare a flowing bowl.

A flowing bowl, £sV.
Let Mansfield Lord-chief-judice be,

Sir Fletcher fpeaker dill;
At home let Rodney rule the fea,

And Pitt the treafury dill:
No place I want, throughout the whole,
I want an ever-flowing, bowl.

A flowing bowl, &c.
The fon wants fquare-toes at old Nick,

And mifs is mad to wed;
The do£or wants us to be fick;

The undertaker dead.
All have their wants from pole to pole;
I want an ever-flowing bowl.

A flowing bowl, life*

0,2
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SONG LXV.

O GREEDY MIDAS.
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0 greedy Midas, I've been told, that what you touch
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you turn to gold, that what you touch you iurn to gold.
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0 had I but a pow'r like thine, 0 I but apow'r

like thine, I'd tu-
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- - - rn, I'd turn whate'er I touch to wine. I'd turn

whate'er I touch to wine.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

Each purling ftream fhou'd feci my farce,
Each fifh my fatal power mourn,

Each fifh, &c.
And wond'ring at the mighty change,

And wond'ring,
Shou'd in their native regions burn,

£>hou'd in, £sfc.

Nor fhou'd there any dare t' approach
Unto my mantling fparkling fhrine,

Unto my, &c.
But firfl fhou'd pay their vows to me,

But firfl, ike.
And flile me only god of wine,

And ftyle, &c.
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THE GABERLUNZIE MAN.
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The pawky auld carle came o'er the lee, w'C mony good-
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eens and days to me, faying goodwife, for your cour-te-
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fie, will ye lodge a fil—ly, filly poor man ? The night was

: tff pj! -Hr
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fat; my daughter's Jhoulders he gan to clap, and cadgily
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tadguly ranted andfang.
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O vow ! quo* he, were I as free,
As firft when I faw this country,
How blyth and merry wad I be i

And 1 wad never think lang.
Ke grew canty, and fhe grew fain;
But little did her auld minny ken
What thir flee twa together were fay'ng,

When wooing they were iae thrang.
And O ! quo* he, ann ye were as black
As e'er the crown of my dady's hat,
'Tis I wad lay thee by my back,

And awa' wi' me thou fhou'd gang.
And O! quo* fhe, ann I were as white?
As e'er the fnaw lay on the dike,
I'd dead me braw and lady-like,

And awa' wi' thee I would gang,
r > •*!«
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Between the twa was made a plot ^

They raife a wee before the cock,
And wilily they fhot the lock.

And fall to the bent are they gane*
Up in the morn the auld wife raife,
And at her leifure put on her claife $
Syne to the fervants bed (he gaes,

To fpeer for the filly poor man.

She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay,
The flrae was cauld, he was away,
She calpt her hands, cry'd, walladay!

For fome of our gear will be gane.
Some ran to coffers, and fome to kills,
But nought was flown that cou'd be inifl,
She danc'd her lane, cry'd praife be blefl 1

I have lodg'd a leal poor man.

Since naething's awa', as we can learn,
The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn,
Gae butt the houfe, lafs, and waken my bairn.

And bid her come quickly ben,
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The fervant gade where the daughter lay.
The fheets was cauld, fhe was away,
And faft to her goodwife did fay,

She's aff wi the gaberlunzie-man.
O fy gar ride and fy gar rin,
And hafte ye find thefe traytors again;
For (he's be burnt, and he's be flain,

The wearifu' gaberlunzie-man.
Some rade upo' horfe, fome ran a foot,
The wife was wood, and out o' her wit
She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd fhe fit.

But ay fhe curs'd and file bann'd.

Mean time far hind out o'er the lee,
Fu' fnug in a glen where nane could fee,
The twa with kindly fport and glee,

Cut fra a new cheefe a whang:
The priving was good, it pleas'd them baitfc.
To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his aith,
Quo' fhe to leave thee I will be laith,

My winfom gaberlunzie-man.
O kend my minny I were wi' you,
Ill-fardly wad fhe crook her mou',
Sic a poor man fhe'd never trow,

After the gaberlunzie-man.
My dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young.
And ha' nae learn'd the beggars tongue,
To follow me frae town to town,

And carry the gaberlunzie on.

Wi' cauk and keel I'll win your bread.
And fpindles and whorles for them wha need,
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed,

To carry the gaberlunzie on.
I'll bow my leg, and crook my knee,
And draw a black clout o'er my eye,
A cripple or blind they will ca' me,

While we fhall be merry and fing.
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SONG LXVIL

TWINE WEEL THE PLAIDEN.

fo yel-low, I've gi en my heart to the lad I

tied, he was a gallant fellow. And twine it west

lojl her filken fnood in puling of the bracken.
He prais'd my e'en fae bonny blue,

Sae iilly white my ikin, O,
And fyne he prie'd my bonny mou'.

And fwore it was nae fin, O.
And twine it weel, my bonny dow^

And twine it weel the plaiden ;
The laihe left her filken fnood,

In pu'ing-of the bracken,AO

/
r

\
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But he has left the lafs he loo'd,
His ain true love forfaken,

Which gars rne fair to greet the fnood,
I loft among the bracken,

And twine it weel, my bonny dow,
And twine it weel the plaiden ;

The laffie loft her filken fnood,
In pu'ing of the bracken.

SONG LXVIII.

GALLANT SAILOR.

GallantJailor, oft you told me that you'd ne'ver leave

your love. To your vows I now mujl hold you, now's

the time your love to prove, to your vows I now mujl hold

ilSitliPilpiiii:
you9 now's the time your love to prove.

Sailor.
Is not Britain's flag degraded,
Have not Frenchmen brav'd our fleet ?
How can failors live upbraided,
While the Frenchmen dare to meet;

£
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How can failors live upbraided,
While the Frenchmen dare to meet.

Nan.
Hear me, gallant failor, hear me,
While your country has a foe,
Hè is mine too, never fear me,
I may weep but you mud go j
I may weep, I may weep,
1 may weep, but you fhall go.

Sailor.

Though this flow'ry feafon woes you
To the peaceful iports of May,
And love fighs fo long to loofe you,
Love to glory fhall give way;
Love to glory, love to glory,
Love to glory, mult give way.

Can the fons of Britain fail her,
While her àaughters are fo true ;
Your foft courage mud avail her,
We love honour loving you 9

We love honour, we love honour,
We love honour loving you.

Boatswain.
War and danger now invite us,
Blow ye winds, aufpicious blow ;
Ev'ry gale will mod delight us,
That can waft us to the foe;
Fv'ry gale will mod delight us.
That can waft us to the foe.

R 2
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SONG LXIX.

WILLY WAS A WANTON WAG.

Willy was a wanton wag, the blythefl lad thai e'er I

Jaw, at bridalsJlill he bore the brag, and carried ay the

gree awa. His doublet was of ZetlandJhag, and vow!

but Willy he was braw ; at his fnoulder hang a tag that

(^ * ^Ver ^ ^
fleas*d the laffes bejl of a*. He was a man

He was a man without a clag,
His heart was frank without a flaw:

And ay whatever Willy faid,
It was ftill hadden as a law.

His boots they were made of the jag,
When he went to the weapon-ihaw ;

Upon the green nane duril him bragT&s fiend a ane amang them a%



'

VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

And was not Willy welt worth gowd,
He wan the love of great and fma';

For after he the bride had kifs'd,
He kifs'd the lades hale-fale a*.

Sae merrily round the ring they row'd,
When by the hand he led them a',

And fmack on fmack on them beftow'd,
By virtue of a (landing law.

And was na Willy a great lown,
As fhyre a lick as e'er was feen ?

When he danc'd with the laffes round,
The bridegroom fpeer'd where he had been.

Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring,
With bobbing, faith, my (hanks are fair.

Gae ca' your bride and maidens in,
For Willy he dow do na mair.

Then reft ye, Willy, I'll gae out,
And for a wee fill up the ring;

But fhame light on his fouple fnout,
He wanted Willy's wanton fling.

Then ftraight he to the bride did fare,
Says, well's me on your bonny face;

With bobbing, Willy's (hanks are fair,
And I'm come out to fill his place.

Bridegroom, (he fays, you'll fpoil the dance,
And at the ring you'll ay be lag,

Unlefs, like Willy, ye advance;
(O ! Willy has a wanton wag:)

For wi't he learns us a' to (leer,
And foremoft ay bears up the ring;

We will find nae fick dancing here,
If we want Willy's wanton fling-



Bujk ye, bujk ye, my bonny bride, bujk ye bujk ye my
I Hade

let us to the braes of Tarrow. There will we/port

morning: there learnfrae turtles to prove true, 0 Bell

ne'er vex me with thy /corning.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

To weftlin breezes Flora yields,
And when the beams are kindly warning,

Blythnefs appears o'er all the fields,
And nature looks mair frelh and charming.

Learn frae the burns that trace the mead,
Tho' on their banks the rofes bloflom,

Yet haftylie they flow to Tweed,
And pour their fweetnefs in his bofom,

Hafte ye, hafte ye, my bonny Bell,
Hafte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee

With free confent my fears repel;
I'll with my love and care reward thee.

Thus fang I faftly to my fair,
Wha rais'd my hopes with kind relenting,

O queen of fmiles, I afk nae mair
Since now my bonny Bell's confenting.
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SONG LXXI.

HERE AWA, THERE AWA.
Plaintive*

Here awa, there awa> here awa Willy , here awa^ there

SliSpiliSiStlp
awaj here awa, hame, Lang have Ifought thee, dear have

I bought thee, now I have gotten my Willy again.

Through the lang muir I follow'd my Willy,Through the lang muir I follow'd him hame,Whate'er betide us, nought fhall divide us ;Love now rewards all my forrow and pain.
Here awa, there awa, here awa, Willy:Here awa, there awa, here awa hame;Come love, believe me, naething can grieve me?Ilka thing pleafes while Willy's at hame.
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SONG LXXII.

DIOGENES SURLY AND PROUD.

:z:*zz~£zi
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Di-o-ge-nes furly and proud, who fnarPd at the Ma-
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eedon youth, delighted in wine that was good, becaufe in
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w/72<f there is truth; hut growing as poor as a job,
A
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Ease

un-a-ble to purchafea flafe, be cbofefor his
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# liv d by thejcent of the ca.

iiiiggpfeiliiiigl
- - - - and lirSd by thefcent of the cafk,

Heraclitus would never deny
A bumper to cheriih his heart;

And, when he was maudlin, would cry,
Becaufe he had empty'd his quart:
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Though fome were fo foolifh to think
He wept at men's folly and vice,

When 'twas only his cuftom to drink
'Till the liquor ran out at his eyes»

Democritus always was glad
To tipple and cherifh his foul;

Would laugh like a man that was mad,
When over a jolly full bowl:

While his cellar with wine was well ftor'd,
His liquor he'd merrily quaff;

And, when he was drunk as a lord,
At thofe that were fober he'd laugh.

Copernicus, too, like the reft,
Believ'd there was wifdom in wine;

And knew that a cup of the beft
Made reafon the brighter to fhine :

With wine he replenifh'd his veins*
And made his philofophy reel:

Then fancy'd the world, as his brains,
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel.

Ariftotle, that mafter of arts,
Had been but a dunce without wine;

For what we afcribe to his parts,
Is due to the juice of the vine ;

His belly, fome authors agree,
Was as big as a watering-trough :

He therefore leap'd into the fea,
Becaufe he'd have liquor enough.

When Pyrrho had taken a glafs,
He faw that no objeft appear'd

Exa&ly the fame as it was
Before he had liquor'd his beard ;

For things running rouhd in his drink,
Which fober he motionlefs found,

/
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Occafìon'd the fceptic to think
There was nothing of truth to be found*

Old Plato was reckon'd divine,
Who wifely to virtue was prone ;

But, had it not been for good wine,
His merit had never been known :

By wine we are generous made;
It furnifhes fancy with wings;

Without it we ne'er fhould have had
Philofophers, poets, or kings»
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SONG LXXIII.

WHEN INNOCENT PASTIME.

glgilliigpjplfpWhen innocent pafiime our pleafure did crown, u-pon a

ì—^

green meadow, or under a tree9 e'erAnny became a fine

EÈppjjfffppgglf
la—dy in town, how lovely and loving and bonny was

Jhe! Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Anny, let ne\

~ic"l _
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a new whim ding thy fan—cy a—-jee: 0 as thou art

±J=rb±: —•—
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bonny, faithful and canny, favour thy Jamie, wZw

jB^EfegE
a—ton thee

±
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Docs the death of a lintwhite give Army the fpleen ?
Can tyning of trifles be uneafy to thee ?

Can lap-dogs, or monkies, draw tears from thefe een,
That look with indifFrence on poor dying me!

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Anny,
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me :

O ! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny,
And think upon Jamie wha doats ùpon the£.

Ah! fhould a new mantua, or Flanders-lace head,
Or yet a wee cotty, tho* never fae fine,

Gar thee grow forgetful, or let his heart bleed,
That anes had fome hope of purchafing thine ?

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Anny,
And dinna prefer your fleegaries to me:

O ! as thou art bonny, be folid and canny,
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee.

Shall a Paris-edition of new-fangled Sawny,
Tho* gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be,

By adoring himfelf he admir'd by fair Anny,
And aim at thofe bennifons promis'd to me :

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Anny,
And never prefer a light dancer to me :

O ! as thou art bonny, be conftant and canny,
Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee

O think, my dear charmer, on ilka fweet hour,
That flade awa' faftly between thee and me,

'Ere fquirrels, or beaux, or foppTy, had pow'r
To rival my love, or impofe upon thee.

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Anny,
And let thy defires be a' center'd in me:

O ! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny,
And love him wha's lagging "to center in thee*
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SONG LXXIV.
COME ON MY BRAVE TARS.

ÌÌ
Come on my brave tars,let'saway to the wars, to -

-I--*-m
nour and glory advance; for now we've beat Spain, let

us try this campaign, to humble the pride of old France,

+-ZZWT+i mm
my brave boys, to humble the pride of old France.

See William, brave prince,
A true blue ev'ry inch,

Who will honour th' illuftrious name:

May he conqueror be
O'er our empire the fea,

And tranfmit Britifh laurels to fame,
My brave boys, &c.

There heroes combin'd,
When the Dons they could find,

Vied who fhould be foremoft in battle 5
By no lee fhore affrighted,
Altho' they're benighted,

They made Britifh thunder to rattle,
Brave boys, &c.
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See Dalrymple, Prevoft,
Gallant Barrington too,

And Farmer who glorioufly fell:
With brave Pearfon, all knew
That the hearts of true blue,

Once rous'd, not the world could excel
My brave boys, Isfc.

With fuch heroes as thofe,
Tho' we've numberlefs foes,

Britifh valour refplendant (hall ihine:
And we ftill hope to fhow
That their pride will be low,

In eighty, as fam'd fifty-nine,
My brave boys, &c.

Then brave lads enter here,
And partake of our cheer,

You fhall feafl and be merry and fing:
With the grog at your nofe,
Drink fuccefs to true blues,

Huzza ! and fay God fave the king,
My brave boys,
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SONG LXXV.

THE HIGHLAND LADDIE.

i—fTT-rn—P-—
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The lawland lads think they arefine, but oh they*re vain

■±± ztz±S:E
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and i—dly gawdy; how much unlike the gracefu* mein,
-fr-W-p-jP-
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and manly looks of my Highland laddie. 0 wy bonny High*

laddie, ^ handfomefmiling Highland laddie, awry

heavenJlill guard, and love reward, the lawland lafs and

her Highland laddie.

If I were free at will to chufe
To be the wealthieft lawland lady,

I'd take young Donald without trews,
With bonnet blue, and belted plaidy.

O my bonny, SsV.
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The braweft beau in borough's-town,
In a* his airs, with art made ready,

Compar'd to him, he's but a clown j
He's finer far in's belted plaidy.

O my bonny, Ssfr.
O'er benty hills with him I'll run,

And leave my lawland kin and daddy $
Frae winter's cauld and fummer's lun,

He'll fcreen me with his Highland plaidy,
O my bonny,

A painted room, and filken bed*
May pleafe a lawland laird and lady ;

But I can kifs, and be as glad,
Behind a bufh in's Highland plaidy*

O my bonny, fsfc.
Few compliments between us pafs,

I ca' him my dear Highland laddie,
And he ca's me his lawland lafs,

Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy*
O my bonny, &c.

Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend,
Than that his love prove true and fteady,

Like mine to him, which ne'er (hall end^
While heaven preferves my Highland laddie*

G my bonny, &V.

T
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SONG LXXVI.

YE SPORTSMEN DRAW NEAR

delight in the joys of the fields who delight in the joys of
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thefield. Mankind, fho* they blame, are all eager as you,

and no one the contefi wilt yield, * - - and no one the con-
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tefi will yield. His lordjhip, his worjhip, his honour,
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grace, a hunting con—ti-mcal-ly go, all ranks and de¬

grees are .engaged in the chare, with hark forward, buz-
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the chace, hark forward, huzza, tally ho, - - - tally ho.

tally ho, /#//}> £0, tally ho, tally ho, tally ho, tally ho, - -
M

- hark forward, huzza, "tally ho - -

The lawyer will rife with the firft of the morn
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ;

The hufband gets up at the found of the horn
And rides to the commons full fpeed;

The patriot is thrown in purfuit of the game;
The poet too often lays low,

Who, mounted on Fegafus, flies after fame,
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho.

While fearlefs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we fweep
Tho' prudes on our paflime may frown,

Bow "oft do they Decency's bounds overleap
And the fences of Virtue break down ?

Thus public, or private, for penfion, for place,
For amufement, for paffion, for fhew,

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace.,
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho.

Tij
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SONG LXXVII. ■

FOUR AND TWENTY FIDDLERS.

"d twenty fiddlers all on a row, four and twenty
I ' g~5~T— —WW®

Jidlers all on a row, there was fiddlefaddlefiddle, and my

double damme femi quibble, down below. It is my la*

dy9s holiday, therefore let us be merry.

2 Four and twenty drummers all on a row, there was heyrub a dub, ho rub a dub, fiddle faddle, &c.
3 Four and twenty trumpeters all on a row, there was tan-

tara rara, tantara rera, hey rub a dub, SsV.
4 Four and twenty coblers all on a row, there was flab

awl and cobler,andcobler and flab awl, tantara rera, ÒV.
5 Four and twenty fencing mailers all on a row, therewas

pulh carte and tierce, down at heel, cut him acrofs,flab awl and cobler, &c. *
6 Four and twenty captains all on a row, there was Oh !

d—n me, kick him down flairs, pulh carte andtierce, &c.
j Four and twenty parfons all on a row, there was Lord

have mercy upon us! O ! d—n me, kick him down
flairs, &Y,



irrrWì

VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. I49
3 Four and twenty taylors all on a row, one caught a

loufe, another let it loofe, and another cried knock
him down with the goofe, Lord have mercy upon
us,

9 Four and twenty barbers all on a row, there was bag
whigs, fhort bobs, toupees, long ques, lhave for a
penny, Oh d—n'd hard times two ruffles and ne'er
a fhirt, one caught a loufe, &c.

30 Four and twenty quakers all on a row, there was Abra¬
ham begat Ifaac, and Ifaac begat Jacob, and Jacob
peopled the twelve tribes of Ifrael, with bag wigs,
fhort bobs, toupees, long quees, fhave for a penny,
Oh d—-n'd hard times two ruffles and ne'er a fhirt,

- one caught a loufe, another let it loofe, and another
cried knock him down with the goofe, Lord have
mercy upon us, Oh d—n me kick him down flairs,
pufh carte and tierce, down at heel, cut him acrofs,
flab awl and cobler, and cobler flab awl, tantara
rara, tantara rera, hey rub a dub, ho rub a dub, fid¬
dle faddie fiddle and my double damme femi quibble
down below, It is my lady's holiday therefore let us
bo merry.
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S GTs' G LXXIX.

WINTER.

A-dieu, ye groves, adieu yeplains, <z// nature mourn-

:~h: , j__

/»£ lies. See gloomy clouds, and thickening rains oh-
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Jcure the laboringJkies. See, fee, from afar, th' im
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fend—ingform withfullen hafie cp—pear, fee win-ter

liplilli
comes a dreary form, to rule - - the falling year»

No more the Iambs with gamefome bound,
Rejoice the gladen'd fight:

No more the gay enamell'd ground,
Or Silvan fcenes delight.

Thus lovely Nancy, much lov'd maid,
Thy early charms muft fail;

Thy rofe muft droop the lilly fade,
And winter foon prevail.



VOCAL ENCHAWTM$>.

Again the lark, fweet bird of day,
May rife, on active wing, ,

Again the fportive herds may play,
And hail reviving fpring.

But youth, my fair, fees no return,
The pleafmg bubble's o'er,

In vain it's fleeting ioys you mourn,
They fall to bloom no moref

Hade, then, dear girl, the timeTmprove
Which art.can ne'er regain,

In blifsful fcenes of mutual love.
With fome diftmguifh'd fwain ;

So (hall life's fpring, like jocund May,
Pafs finding and ferene ;

Thus dimmer, autumn, glide away,
And winter,foon prevail,

/y»
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SONG LXXIX.

BIRKS OF INVERMAY.

jThefmiling morn, the breathing fpring m—vite the

time—ly wife, like them improve the hour that flies, and

vermay.

For foon the winter of the year,
And age, life's winter, will appear;
At this thy living bloom will fade,
As that will (trip the verdant (hade 5
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Our tafle of pleafure then is o'er,
The feather'd fongfters are ho more;
And when they droop, and we decay,
Adieu the birks of Invermay.

Behold the hills and vales around,
With lowing herds and flocks abound j
'The wanton kids, and frifking lambs,
Gambol and dance about their dams;
The bufy bees with humming noife,
And all the reptile kind rejoice;
Let us like them, then fmg and play
About the birks of Invermay.

Hark, how the waters as they fall,
Loudly my love to gladnefs call;
The wanton waves fport in the beams,
And fifhes play throughout fhe ftreams j
The circling fun does now advance,
And all the planets round him dance;
Let us as jovial be as they
Among the birks of Invermay.

U
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ONE BOTTLE MORE.

iiiiipiiipHiil
AJJiJi me> ye lads who have hearts void ofguile, to fing

in the praifes of old Ireland's iJJe. Where true hofpi-ta-

li—ty o—pens the door, andfriendjhip detains us for

m■SJtXM

one bottle more, one bottle ?nore> arra, one bottle more,

iprzTzzzzPz^xrp::

andfriendjhip detains us for one bottle more.

Old England, your taunts on our country forbear;With our bulls, and our brogues, we are true and fincers.For if but one bottle remain'd in our ftore,
We have generous hearts, to give that bottle more.

In Candy's, in Church-flreet, I'll fing of a fettOf fix Irifh blades who together had met;
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Four bottles a piece made us call for our fcore,
And nothing remained but one bottle more.
Our bill being paid, we were loath to depart,
For friendlhip had grappled each man by the heart;
Where the lead touch you know makes an Irifhman roar
And the whack from fhilella, brought lix bottles more.

Slow Phoebus had fhone thro' our window fo bright,
Ouite happy to view his bled children of light.
So we parted, with hearts neither forry nor fore,
Refolving next night to drink twelve bottles more.

Uij
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SONG LXXXI.

THE YELLOW-HAIR'D LADDIE.

thefwtin, the yellow-hnird laddie would of-ten-times

go, to wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees

V* grow. hawthorn trees grow.

.There, under the fhade of an old facrcd thorn,With freedom, he fung his loves, evening and morn.He fang with fo foft and inchanting.a found,That Syivans and Fairies, unfeen, danc'd around.
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The fhepherd thus fung : tho* young Maddie be fair,
Her beauty is dalh'd with a fcornful, proud air:
But Sufie was handfome, and fweetly could fing ;
Her breath, like the breezes, perfum'd in the fpring.

That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of her youth,
Like the moon, was inconftant, and never fpoke truth :
But Sufie was faithful, good humour'd, and free, (

And fair as the goddefs that fprung from the fea.
That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r,

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently four:
Then, fighing, he wifli'd, would parents agree,
The witty, fweet Sufie, his miftrefs might be»
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ALLY CROAKER.
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There lived a man in Ba-le-no—cra-zy, who wanted a

-ss—i—

s§eiium
wife to make him un-eafy, Long he hadfigh'dfor dear

-m IHS5*

Al-ly Croaker, and thus the gentle youth befpoke her, Will
-*E—N—

&

you marry me, dear Al-ly Croaker, will you marry me
*~-

3Ì:mm=m=i
dear Al-ly Al-ly Croaker.

This artlefs young man, juft come from his fchoolery,A novice in love, and all it's foolery ;
Too dull for a wit, too grave for a joker,
And thus the gentle youth befpoke her,

Will your marry, &V.
He drank with the father, he talk'd with the mother,He rompt with the filter, he gam'd with the brother 5
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He gam'd till he pawn'd his coat to the broker,
Which loft him the heart of his dear Ally Croaker,

Oh! the fickle, fickle Ally Croaker,
Oh! the fickle Ally, Ally Croaker.

To all ye young men who are fond of gaming,
Who are fpending your money, whilft others are faving,
Fortune's a jilt, the de'il may choke her,
A jilt more inconftant than dear Ally Croaker,

Oh ! the inconftant Ally C roaker,
Oh! the inconftant Ally, Ally Croaker,
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LET A SET OF SOBER ASSES.

Ìl:ÌfEÌ|IÌ|p3ÌilÌpÌ
Let a fetoffober ajfes,rail againjl the joys of drinking,
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while water, tea, and milk agree to fet cold brains a-think-

sex; i-Miiiiipg
ing. Power, and wealth, beauty, health, w/Y, wir/# />2

Si
w/Kf crowrìd. Joys abound, pleafure's found only where

11
the glafs goes round.

The ancient feds on Tiappinefs
All differed in opinion j

But wifer rules
Of modern fchools

In wine fix her dominion.
Power and wealth, &c.

Wine gives the lover vigour,
Makes glow the cheeks of beauty
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Makes poets write,
And foldiers fight,

And friendlhip do it's duty.
Power arid wealth, &c.

Wine was the only Helicon
Whence poets are long-liv'd fo 5

'Twas no other main
Than brifk champaign

Whence Venus was deriv'd too.

Power'and wealth,
- *

When heaven in Pandora's bo£
All kinds of ill had fent us,

In a merry mood
A bottle of good

Was cork'd up to content us.
Power and wealth,

All virtues wine is nurfe to,
Of ev'ry vice deflroyer

Gives dullards wit,
Makes juft the cit,

Truth forces from the lawyer
Power and wealth,

Wine fets our joys a-flowing,
Our care and forrow drowning*

Who rails at the bowl,
Is a Turk in's foul,

And a Chriftian ne'er fhould own him.
Power and wealth,

\
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BONNY CHRISTY.
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fweetly fmells thefimmer green!fweet tajles the
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■peach and cherry: painting and order pleafe our een, and

535 5EÈEÈ5ÌÌÌ
claret makes us merry; butfineft colourfruits andflow*
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ers, and wine, tho' I be thir—Jly, lofe a? their charms

and weakerpowers, compared with thofe of Chri/ly.
When wand'ring o'er the fiow'ry park,

No nat'ral beauty wanting,
How lightfome is't to hear the lark,

And birds in qoncert chanting i
But if my Chrifly tunes her voice,

I'm rapt in admiration;
My thoughts with ecftafies rejoice,

And drap the haili creation.
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Whene'er (he fmiles a kindly glance,
I take the happy omen, ,

And aften mint to make advance,
Hoping fhe'll prove a woman:

But, dubious of my ain defert,
My fentiments I Another;

With fecret fighs I vex my heart.
For fear fhe love another.

Thus fang blate Edie by a burn.
His Chrifty did o'erhear him ;

She doughtna let her lover mourn,
But e'er he will drew near him.

She fpake her favour with a look,
Which left nae room to doubt her:

He wifely this white minute took,
And flang his arms about her.

My Chrifty! witnefs, bonny ftream,
Sic joys frae tears arifing,

I wi(h this mayna be a dream;
O love the maift furprifmg!

Time was too precious now for talk;
This point of a' his wilhes

He wadna with fet fpeeches bauk,
But war'd it a' on kiffes.
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DUMBARTON'S DRUMS.
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Dumbarton?s drums beat bonny 0, when they mind me

■i itff^ru£
of my dear Jonny 0, how happy am I when my Soldier

is by, while he kiffes and bleffes his Annie 0. 'Tis a

Soldier alone can delight me, 0,for his graceful looks do

^_fc£Z_5 ZCI

in-vite me, 0: whiljl guarded in his arms, 17/fear no

. -h , f*|

war's alarms, neither danger, nor death fhall e'erfright

^FF^¥p==l
me, 0.
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My love is a handforne laddie, O,
Genteel, but ne'er foppilh nor gaudy, O :

Tho' commiffions are dear,
Yet I'll buy him one this year,

For he fhall ferve no longer a cadie, O.
A foldier has honour and bravery, O,
Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery, O

He minds no other thing,
But the Ladies or the King;

For every other care is but flavery (X
Then I'll be the Captain's Lady, O,

Farewell all my friends and my Daddy, O;
I'll wait no more at home,
But I'll follow with the drum,

And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready, (X
Dumbarton's drums found bonny, O;
They are fprightly, like my dear Jonny, CX

How happy fhall I be,
When on my foldier's knee,

And he kifies and bleHes his Annie, CX
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ONCE MORE I'LL TUNE,

Once more I'll tune the vo—calJhell, to hills and dalei

my paf-fion tell, a flame which time c'an ne ver

lyreJhould hit,for fay what fubjett is morefit, than to

tt1-4+ji
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record the fparkling wit and bloom ef lovely Peggy.

The fun firft rifing. in the morn,
That paints fche dew-befpangled thorn,
Does not fo much the day adorn,

As does my lovely Peggy.
And when in Thetis lap to red,
He ftreaks with gold the ruddy weft,
lie's not fo beauteous, as undrefs'd

Appears my lovely Peggy.

X
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Were fhe array'd in ruflic weed,
With her the bleating flocks Fd feed,
And pipe upon mine oaten reed.

To plèafe my lovely Peggy.
With her a cottage would delight,
All's happy when fhc's in my hght,
But when fhe's gone it's endlefs night,

All's dark without my Peggy.
The zephyr's air the violet blows, 1
Or breath upon the damafk rofe,
He does not half the fweets difclofe^

That does my lovely Peggy.
I ftole a kifs the other day,
And truffc me, nought but truth I fay,
The fragrant breath of blooming May,

Was not fo fweet as Peggy.
While bees from flow'r to flow'r fhall rove,
And linnets warble thro' the grove,
Or ftately fwans the waters love.

So long fhall 1 love Peggy.
And when Death with his pointed dart,
Shall ftrike the blow that rives my heart,
My word fhall be when I depart.

Adieu! my lovely Peggy.
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THE CONTENTED MAN.
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do
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, j ?. .jj j • .. •The man that's contented is void of all care, tol de rol

EpLlIpiiiplilippitol de rol tol de rol la dy, hefar overtops the foulflave-
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ry offear, /0/ ^ rol tol de rol tol de rol la dy• ^ awW
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ferene, # /Wy iw health, £/i/&r all the
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pleafure and grandeur of wealth. Tol de rol la dy, tol de
K- N-

HiiSB
rol la dy, tol de rol tol de rol tol de rol la dy.

Laft day I went out with a heart full of joy*
Tol de rol, Ssfc.

Which nothing but vice or fharp pain could annoy ;
Tol de rol, Ssfc.

The firft that I meet was a mifer, whofe gloom
Shew'd a foul that was muddy» and ftraiten'd in room*

Tol de rol, &c.

N
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In Britain's fair ifland there's none to be feen

Tol de rol,
Of more fallen, felfilh, and fordid a rnein ;

Tol de rol, &c.
Regardlefs of honour, a Have to his gold,
Defpis'd of the young, and contemn'd of the old,

Tol de rol, &V.
"... 5®!* . / • (

The next that I met was a profligate afs,
Tol de rol,

Whofe brains were of cork, and his forehead of brafs \
Tol de rol, EsV.

By game he was galloping thro' his eftate,
And mis'ry attended his fad finking fate.
O place me, kind heav'n! in what flation you pleafe,

Tol de rol, &c.
So my body's in health, and my foul be at eafe;

Tol de rol,
By command of myfelf, independent and free,
Contentment fhall ftill be a pleafure to me.

Tol de rol, &c.

O rather in a cottage may I be fed
Tol de rol, &c.

With roots the moft common, and coarfeft brown bread3
Tol de rol,

Than to riot with luxury, fopp'ry, and vice,
They're the loft of contentment, too precious a price*

Tol de rol, &c.

Let rakes ramble after their harlots and wine,
Tol de rol, &c.

'Till with poxes and palfies their carcafes dwine ;
Tol de rol, &c.

Grow old while they're young, and have wafted their ftore,
While the vot'ries of virtue are blithe at fourfcore,

Toi de rol,
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The thunder may roar, and the hurricanes make
Tol de rol, &c.

The ocean to boil, and the forefts to (hake;
Tol de rol, &c.

The light'ning may flafh, and the rocks may be rent.
But nothing can ruffle the mind that's content.

This world's well freighted with wonders in ftore,
Tol de rol, &c.

And we're fent into it to think and explore ;
Tol de rol, &c.

And when the due fummons fhall call us away,
No more's to be faid, but contented obey.

Tol de rol, &c,
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THE SWEET ROSY MORNING.

ill
Thefweet rofy morningpeeps o-ver the hills, with blufh-

es adorning the meadows andfields. The merry, mer-
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ry merry horn calls come, come, come away, awakefrom
n

yawrJlumbers, #72^ />ò<? day.
The flag rous'd before us,

Away feems to fly,
And pants to the chorus,

Of hounds in full cry.
Cho. Then follow follow follow follow,

The mufical chace,
Where pleafure and vigour,

And health all embrace.

The day's fport when over,
Makes blood circle right,

And gives the brifk lover,
Frefh charms for the night.

Cho. Then let us, let us now enjoy
Ail we can while we may ■$

Let love crown the night,
As our fports crown the day,

Y ij



CALLIOPE : OR THE

2SÌ

SONG LXXXIX.

BONNY JEAN.

Love's goddefs in a myrtle grove,J<aid, Cupid, bend

thy bow with fpeed, nor let theJhaft at random rove*

for jen-ny's haughty heart mujl bleed. ThefmiL

ing boy with di-vine art from Paphos Jhot an arrow
* =VT=E3iKrnr,.,^ - WÌ

keen, which flew unerring to the heart, and kill'd the

mm. --ÌM-—1:

pride of bonny Jean.
No more the nymph, with haughty air,

Refufes Willy's kind addrefs j
Her yielding blufhes Ihew no care,
But too much fondnefs to iupprefs.
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No more the youth is fullen now,
But looks the gayeft on the green,
Whilfl every day he fpies fome new
Surprizing charms in bonny Jean.

A thoufand tranfports crowd his breaft
He moves as light as fleeting wind \
His former forrows feern a jeil
Now when his Jenny is turn'd kind-
Riches he looks on with difdain,
The glorious fields of war look mean ;
The chearful hound and horn gives pain ;
If abferit from his bonny Jean.

The day he fpends in am'rous gaze,
Which ev'n in fuminer fhort'ned feems ;
When funk in downs, with glad amaze,
He wonders at her in his dreams.
All charms difclos'd, fhe looks more bright
Than Troy's prize, the Spartan Queen.
With breaking day, he lifts his fight,
And pants to be with bonny Jean.
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PINKY HOUSE.
-8* 1—

By Pin-kie houfe oft let me walk, while cir-cled

■^Edzd:"m a«
/«y arms I hear my Nelly fweetly talk, tf/z*/
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o'er #// Z>£r charms,

ess
0 /<?/ #/<? jft/z*/ he-

x*-
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holdthofe gra-ces void of art^thofe chesrful[miles thai

i~g3 aliSi
fweetly hold in will—ing chains my heart.

O come, my love ! and bring a-new
That gentle turn of mind;

That gracefulnefs of air, in you,
By nature's hand defign'd ;

That beauty like the blufhing rofe,
Firfl lighted up this flame ;

Which, like the fun, for ever glows
Within my breaft the fame.
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Yc light coquets ! ye airy things 1
How vain is all your art!

How feldom it a lover brings!
How rarely keeps a heart!

O gather from my Nelly's charms.
That fweet, that graceful eafe ;

That blufhing modefty that warms; .

That native art to pleafe!
Come then, my love! O come along.

And feed me with thy charms;
Come, fair infpirer of my fong, &

O fill my longing arms.
A flame like mine can never die,

While charms, fo bright as thine,
So heav'nly fair, both pleafe the eye,

And fill the foul divine!

)
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WHEN ABSENT FROM THE NYMPH.

When cib-fentfrom the nymph I love, I'dfain fhake off

the chains 1 but whilfi Iflrive thefe to remove,

more fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. My captiv'dfancy day

and night, fairer andfairer re-prefents, Be-Un-daform'd

for dear delight, crz/^7 caufe of my complaints.
All day I wander through the groves,

And, fighing, hear from ev'ry tree,
The happy birds chirping their loves $

Happy, compar'd with lonely me.
When gently fieep with balmy wings,

To reft fans ev'ry weary7d wight,
A thoufand fears my fancy brings,

That keep me watching all the night.
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Sleep flies, while like the goddefs fair,
And all the graces in her train,

With melting fmiles and killing air,
Appears the caufe of all my pain.

A while my mind delighted flies
O'er all her fweets with thrilling joy;

Whilfl: want of worth makes doubts arife,
That all my trembling hopes deftroy.

Thu?«> while my thoughts are fix'd on her,
I'm all o'er tranfport and defire ;

My pulfe beats high, my cheeks appear
All rofes, and mine eyes all fire.

When to myfelf I turn my view,
My veins grow chill, my cheeks looks w

Thus, whilfl: my fears my pains renew,
I fcarcely look, or love a man.
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BRAES OF BALLENDEAN.

Be-ncath a green Jhade a lively youngfwain, one
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evening re-clin d to dif~co—nier his fain: fo
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fad, yetfo fweetly, he warbled his woe, the wind ceas"d
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to breathe, and the fountains to fow; rude winds

zas*

w/VA companion could hear him complain, Cft/pi /3/}
■**
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gentle was deaf to his flrain.

How happy he cry'd, my moments once flew,
E'er Chloe's bright charms firft flalh'd in my view!
Thofe eyes, then, with pleafure, the dawn could furvey ;Nor fmil'd the fair morning more chearful than they.
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Now, fccnes of diftrefs pleafe only my fight:
I ficken in pleafure, and languilh in light.

Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purfue:
All, all, but confpire, my griefs to renew:
From funfhine, to zephyrs and (hades, we repair ,

To funfhine we fly from too piercing an air:
But love's ardent fever burns always the fame!
No winter can cool it, no fummcr inflame.

But, fee ! the pale moon, all clouded, retires!
The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defiresi
I fly from the dangers of temped and wind:
Yet nourifh the madnefs that preys on my mind.
Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy cafe,
Since lengthening it's moments but lengthens dcfpair
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TWEED-SIDE.
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What beauties does Flora difclofe, are her

j'miles u-pon Tweedy yet Mary's Jlillfweeter than thefe,

3
both nature andfancy exceed.

0

No daify, norfweet

blujhing rofe, «or all the gay fiow'rs of the fields nor

Tweed gliding gent-ly thro' th&fe fuch beau-ty and plea-

|E|gg3Sfj
fure does yield.

The warblers are heard in the grove,
The linnet, the lark, and the thrufh,

The blackbird and fweet cooing dove,
With mufic enchant every bu.fh.
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(Some, let us go forth to the mead,
Let us fee how the primrofes fpring;

We'll lodge in fome village on Tweed,
And love while the feather'd folks ling.

How does my love pafs the lang day ?
Does Mary not tend a few iheep ?

Do they never carelefsly dray,
While happily fhe lies aileep ?

Tweed's murmurs fhould lull her to red ;
Kind nature indulging my blifs,

To relieve the faft pains of my bread,
Fd deal an ambrofial kifs.

^Tis fhe does the virgins excel,
No beauty with her may compare;

Love's graces around her do dwell:
She's faired where thoufands are fair.

Say, charmer, where do thy flocks dray,
Oh! tell me at noon wkere they feed ;

Shall I feek them on fweet winding Tay,
Or pleafanter banks of the Tweed»
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THRO' THE WOOD LADDIE.

0 San-dy, -why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn, thy

^— 1^*

prefence could eafe me, when naithing can pleafe me, now
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dow-ie I figh on the banks of the burn, or thro9 the

I . Si***1—w»£9
wood laddie, un—til thou return. Tho1 woods now are
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gay^ and mornings fo clear, while lavrocks arefinging,
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and prim—rofes fpringing: yet none of them pleafe my
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eye of my ear, when thro9 the wood laddie ye dinna
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ap~pear.

That I am forfaken, fome fpare na to tell:
I'm fafh'd wi* their fcorning,
Baith evening and morning ;

Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a-knell,
When thro* the wood, laddie, I wander myfelL
Then flay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away,

But quick as an arrow,
Hafle here to thy marrow;

Wha's living in langour, till that happy day,
When thro* the wood, laddie, we'll dance, fing and play
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BRITISH GRENADIERS.

Some talk of A-lexander, andfome of Hercu-les, of
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Conon, and Lyfander, fome Milti-a-des ; but of all

I
/A* world9s brave heroes there9s none that can compare9

W/A a tow, rcit/3 to the Britijh gre-na<
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J/Vrj. A?#/ ^all the world9s brave heroes, there9s none

that can compare, w/VA « n?w2 tw3 rtfw, U
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the Britijh grena-*diers*



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS*

None of thofe ancient heroes e'er fawa cannon ball,
Or knew the force of powder to flay their foes withal;
But our brave boys do know it, and banifli all their fears,
With a tow, row, row, row, row, the Britifli Grenadiers.

But our brave boys, &c.

Whene'er we are commanded to ftorm the Palifades,
Our leaders march with fufees, and we with hand granades,
We throw them from the glacis about our enemies ears,
With a tow, row, row, row, row, the Britifli Grenadiers.

We throw them, &c.

The god of war was pleafed, and great Bellona fmiles,
To fee thefe noble heroes, of our Britifli Ifies;
And all the gods celeftial, defcended from their fpheres,
Beheld with admiration the Britifh Grenadiers.

And all the gods celeftial,
Then let us crown a bumper, and drink a health to thofe
Who carry caps and pouches that wear the looped clothes.
May they and their commanders, live happy all their years,
With a tow, row, row, row, row, the Britifli Grenadiers.

May they and their commanders, Ssfa

A a
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MY JOCKEY.
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My laddie is gonefar a—wo'er the plain, while
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in forrow, behind I'm fared to remain, tho* bine bells

—

and violets the hedges adorn, tho* trees are in bloffom, and
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fwset blows the thorn, no pleafure they give me, in vain

- they look gay; there9s nothing can pleafe novo, my Jock¬
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ey's away. Forlorri I ftJinging, and this is my Jirain,
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hajle, hajle my dear Jockey, hhajlemy dear Jockey,
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hafte, hajie my dear Jockey, to me back again.

When lads, and their laffes, are on the green met;
They dance, and they fing; and they laugh, and they chat
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee:
I can't without envy, their merriment fee. ♦
Thofe paflimes offend me ; my lliepherd's not there:
No pleafure I relifh, that Jockey don't fhare.
It makes me to figh ; I from tears fcarce refrain,

I wifh my dear Jockey,
I wifh my dear Jockey,
I wifh my dear Jockey return'd back again.

But hope fhall fuftain me; nor will I defpair:
He promis'd he would in a fortnight be here.
On fond expeftation my wifhes I'll feafl;
For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will hafte.
Then, farewell, each care : and, adieu, each vain figh :
Who'll then be fo bleft, or fo happy, as I ?
I'll fing on the meadows, and alter my (train.

When Jockey returns,
When Jockey returns,
When Jockey returns to my arms back again.
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WHY HANGS THAT CLOtJD.
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Why hangs that cloud a-ponthy brczv, that beauteous
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heaven e'er while ferene, whence do thefeJlorms and tern-
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fejls flow, or what this gufl of pajfion mean: and muft

s*==™—
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then mankind lofe that lights which in thine eyes was wont
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to Jhine, and ly obfcur'd in endlefs night,for each poor
N ~N

^ _ -

Ffi?®5Ifc§335!±W—W—x JX-
jil—lyfpecch of mine.

Dear child, how can I wrong thy name,
Since 'tis acknowledged at all hands,

That could ill tongues abufe thy fame,
Thy beauty can make large amends r,
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Or if I durft profanely try
Thy beauty's powerful charms t' upbraid,

Thy virtue well might give the lie,
Nor call thy beauty to it's aid.

For Venus every heart t' enfnare,
With all her charms has deck'd thy face.

And Pallas with unufual care.
Bids wifdom heighten every gracè.

Who can the double pain endure !
Or who mull not refign the field

To thee, celeflial maid, fecure
With Cupid's bow, and Pallas' fhield ?

If then to thee fuch pow'r is given,
Let not a wretch in torment live,

But fmile, and learn to copy Heaven,
Since we mud fin ere it forgive.

Yet pitying Heaven not only does
Forgive th' offender and th' offence,

But even itfelf appeas'd bellows,
As the reward of penitence.



CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG XCVIII.
LEADER-H ATJGHS AND YARROW.

jThe morn was fair, faft was the air, all nature*s fweets
'jFC'

:=lrr¥z:
'

were fpringing. The buds did bow with filver dew, ten

thoufand birds werefinging; when on the bent with blytb

mti ..-sJ—1.
—P*~
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content, young Jamie fang his marrow, nae bonnier lafs

e*er trod the grafs on leader-hanghs and yarrow.

How fweet her face, where ev'ry graceIn heavenly beauty's planted!
Her fmiling een, and comely mein,

That nae perfe&ion wanted.
I'll never fret, nor ban my fate,

But blefs my bonny marrow:
If her dear fmile my doubts beguile,

My mind (hall ken nae forrow.
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Yet tho' {he's fair, and has full fhare
Of ev'ry charm inchanting,

Each good turns ill, and foon will kill
Poor me, if love be wanting,

O bonny lafs ! have but the grace
To think ere ye gae further,

Your joys maun flit, if you commit.
The crying fin of murder.

My wand'ring ghaift will ne'er get reft,
And day and night affright ye;

But if ye're kind, and joyful mind,
I'll ftudy to delight ye.

Our years around with love thus crown'i
From all things «joy {hall borrow:

Thus none {hall be more bleft than we,
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow.

O fweeteft Sue! 'tis only you
Can make life worth my wiihes,

If equal love your mind can move
To grant this beft of bliffes.

Thou art my fun, and thy leaft frown
Would blaft me in the bloffom :

But if thou fhine, and make me thine,
I'll flourifh in thy bofom.
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SONG XCIX.

THE BANKS OF FORTH.

Te Sylvian pow'rs that 'rule the plain, where fwcet*

—-_I_?L
—4

/y winding Forth-a glides, condufl me to her banks

a—gain, finec there my charming Mary bides.

dF:i-:=i"F=F^~:
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breathe their vernalfweets where ev'—ry

-£w
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failing beau—ty meets, where Mary's charms adorn

the plain, and chear the heart of ev'—-ry fwain.
Oft in the thick embowTing groves,

Where birds their mufic chirp aloud,
Alternately we fmg our loves,

And Fortha's fair meanders view'd,



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS*

The meadows wore a gen'ral fmile,
Love was our banquet all the while ;
The lovely profped charm'd the eye,
To where the ocean met the Iky.

Once on the graiTy bank reclin'd,
Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep,

It was my happy chance' to find
The charming Mary lull'd afleep.

My heart then leap'd with inward blifs,
I foftly ftoop'd and Hole a kifs;
She wak'd, ftie blufh'd, and gently blam'd,
Why, Damon ! are you not afham'd ?

Ye Sylvan Powers, ye Rural Gods,
To whom we fwains our cares impart,

Reftore me to thefe blefs'd abodes,
And eafe, oh ! eafe my love-fick heart:

Thefe happy days again reftore,
When Mall and I fhall part no more ;
When ftie lhall fill thefe longing arms,
And crown my blifs with all her charmè*

B b



For me my fair a wreath has wove, where rival

flowers in union meet, where rivalflowers in union

meet: As oftJhe kifs'd this gift of love, her breath

gave fweetnefs to thefweet; as oftJhe kifs'd this gift of

lovej her breath gave fweetnefs to the fweet, her

breath gave fweetnefs to the fweett

*94 calliope : or the

SONG C.

FOR ME MY FAIR.

<



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS*

A bee within a damafk rofe
Had crept, the nedtar'd dew to lip;

But lefier fweets the thief forgoes,
And fixes on Louifa's lip.

There, tailing all the bloom of fpring,
Wàk'd by the rip'ning breath of May,

Th' ungrateful fpoiler left his fling,
And with the honey fled away.

Bb ij



Come, come, jolly lads, the wind''sabaft, bri/kgalesour

failsJhall croud; Come bujlle, bujlle, bujlle boys, hawl the

boat, the boatfwain pipes a-loud. Thefhip's unmoored,

all hands on board, The rifinggale fills ev'ry fail, the

flnp's well manrìd and flor'd : Then fling the flowing

bowl; Fond hopes arife, the girls weprizefhall blefs

each jovial foul. The cann, boys, bring, we'll drink

andfing, while foaming billows roll.

196 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG CI.
COME, COME, MY JOLLY LADS.
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Tho' to the Spanifh coaft
We're bound to fleer,

We'll ftill our rights maintain ;
Then bear a hand, be fleady boys,

Soon we'll fee
Old England once again :

From fhore to fliore,
While cannons roar,

Our tars fhall ihow
The haughty foe

Britannia rules the main.

Then fling the flowing bowl;
Fond hopes arife,
The girls we prize

Shall blefs each jovial foul:
The cann, boys, bring,
We'll drink and ling,

While foaming billows rolh

Cho. Then fling the, &c.
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SONG CII.
HARK! HARK!

Hark ! hark ! the joy in -fpi - ring horn, Sa-lutes the

mmmmmro-fy ri-Jing morn, And e - choes thro' the dale —

r&H §£Ìlpl§fifl=pAnd e - choes thro' the dale: With clan?rouspeals the

■ètZ-i pnrariiihills refound, The hounds quick Jcent - fcow'r the

ground, fnvff the fragrant gale fnuff

Itxazs
the fragrant gale.

*
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Nor gates nor hedges can impede
The brifk high-mettl'd darting deed,

The jovial pack purfue ;
Like lightening dartihg o'er the plains,
The didant hills with fpeed he gains,

And fees the game in view.

Her path the timid hare forfakes,
And to the copfe for (helter makes,

There pants a while for breath ;
When now the noife alarms her ear,
Her haunt's defcry'd, her fate is near,

She fees approaching death.

Diredted t>y the well-known breeze,
The hounds their trembling vidtim feize

She faints, fhe falls, the dies :
The didant courfers now come in,
And join the loud triumphant din,

Till echo rend the fkies.
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SONG CHI.

THO' LATE I WAS PLUMP.
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ditherum doodle,
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nagety,
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tragety, rz/7?z,
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fidgety, nidgety, mum*

Dear Kathleen, then why did you flout me,
A lad that's fo cofey and warm ?

Oh ! ev'ry thing's handfome about me,
My cabin and fnug little farm.

Sing ditherum, &c.
4
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What tho' I have fcràp'd up no money ?
No duns at my chamber attend ;

On Sunday I ride on my poney,
And ftili have a bit for a friend.

Sing ditherum, &c.

The eoek courts his hens all around rclè^
The fparrow, the pigeon, and dove ;

Oh ! how all this courting confounds me*
When L look and think of my love*

Sing ditherum, &c;

c*



202 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG CIV.

SINCE YOU MEAN

Since you mean to hire for fervice, Come with me, you

iinlplpiiipijol - JToz/ ra// help to bring home harvejl, Tbz*

help to bring home, harvejl, 'tod theJheep> and

3ESn
/Jto the hog. Farra diddle dol, Farra diddle dol9

N- N-

tol ti di tol di ti di tol dol dot.

With three crowns, your ftanding wages,You fhall daintily be fed;Bacon, beans, falt-beef, and cabbage,Butter-milk, and oaten bread.
Farra diddle, &c.
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Come, drike hands, you'll live in clover
When we get you once at home;

And when daily labour's over
We'll all dance to your drum drum,

Farra diddle, Sec.

Done; drike hands, I take your offer;
Farther on I may fare worfe ;

Xooks ! I can no longer fuffer
Hungry guts and empty purfe.

Farra diddle, Sec.
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SONG CV,
BY THE GAILY

mm
By the gaily circling glafs, IVe can fee how minutes

pafs ; By the hollow cajk we''re told How the waning

nightgrows old, H#w the waning night grows old.

msetsmmm
Soon, too foon, the bu-fy day drives us from our fport

'

'tTfrrfnB
a - way. Whathave we •withdayto do. ? Sons ofCare,tr.

at:

. ■
. e ''twas made foryou ! Sons ofCare, 'twas made for you!

By the filence of the owl,
By the chirping on the thorn.

By the butts that empty roll,
We foretel th' approach of morn.

Fill, then, fill the vacant glafs,
Let no precious moment hip

Flout the moralizing afs;
Joys find entrance at the lip.
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SONG CVI.

lANfHE THE LOVELY.

iBpìliPsplìS-^ì^ F---

I-an-the the lovely, the joy of her fwain, by Ipbis

fefe|i|l|EppiÌÌÌ|Ì5S
was lovyd,and lovydIphis again. She livyd in the youth,
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and the youth in thefair; theirpieajure was equal, and

equal their care: No delight, no enjoyment, their dotage
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withdrew j but the longer they livydftillthe fonder they
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grew. No delight, iiq enjoyment, their dotage withdrew;
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but* the longer they livydJlill the fonder they grew*
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A paffion fo happy alarm'd all the plain :Some envy'd the nymph ; but more envy'd the fwain:Some fwore 'twou'd be pity their loves to invade,
That the lovers alone for each other were made.
But all, all confented, that none ever knew
A nymph be more kind, or a fhepherd fo true.

Love faw them with pleafure, and vow'd to take care
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent pair;What either might want he bid either to move ;
But they wanted nothing but ever to love.
He faid all to blefs them his godhead cou'd do,
That they Hill Ihou'd be kind and they lliou'd be true.

-4~« < < *~4 A<£2> >•>. >. >, tr

SONG CVII.

LIFE IS CHECQUER'D.
Philofophical. Jovial.

Life is checquerA j toil and pleafurefill up all the va~

-o ^ ^
.rious meafure, See the crew in flanneljerkins, Drinking,

—~j—nj—-J——n—-P—ff--j—-j-
toping flip by firkins ; And, as they raifethe tip to their

hap-py Hp, On the deck is heard no o- th'er found, But
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prithee, Jack, prithee, prithee, *Sj//z, prithee, Tom,

Ip^EgllÌÌlÌÌiÌl
Z<tf cann go round. Zto the boat/wain's
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whiftle ! whiftle ! Then hark to the boat/wain's whiftle!

m Xf parre
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whiftle ! Bujlle, bujlle, bujlle, my boy: Let usJlir,
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let us toil, but let's drink all the while ; For labour's the
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price of our joy, For labour's the price of our joy!

Life is checquer'd ; toil and pleafure
Fill up all the various meafure.
Hark ! the crew, with fun-burnt faces,
Chanting black-ey'd Sufan's graces :

And, as they raife their notes
Thro' their rufty throats,

Gn the deck is heard no other found, &c. &c.
z



2o8 CALLtOPE : OR THÈ

Life is checquer'd ; toil and pleafurc
Fill up all the various meafure.
Hark ! the crew their cares difcarding
With huftle-cap, or with chuck-farthing:

Still in a merry pin,
Let them lofe or win,

On the deck is heard no other found, &c.

l ' .

SONG CVIII.

YOU THE POINT MAY CARRY.

S^ÈÌ=lr;l=:E^ì!È;lil=È;Ì:l
You the point may carry, If a whileyou tarry ;—But

for you, I tellyou true, no, you Til never marry.

You the point may carry, Ifawhileyou tarry ;—Butfor
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you, I tell you true, no, you Til never marry*

/
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Care our fouls difowning,
Punch our forrows drowning,

Laugh and love,
And ever prove

Joy9 our wilhes crowning*
Care our, &e.

To the church ì'Ìl hand her.
Then thro' the world I'll wandet t

I'll fob and figh
Until I die

A poor forfaken gander.
To the church, &c.

Each pious prieft fìnce Mofes
One mighty truth difclofes ;

You're never vex't
If this his text,

Go fuddle all your nofes*
Each pious,

£d
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SONG CIX.

HOW LITTLE DO THE LANDMEN KNOW.

How little do the landmen know Of what we Jailors

iipgiiiiiiH
feely When waves do mount and winds do plow ; But we

have hearts ofJleel. No danger can of-fright us.

■sr£-s
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No enemyJhallflout; We'll make the monfleurs right

-1 gìiÌg§gifll===E
US : So tofs the cann about.

Stick llout to orders, meflmates ;
We'll plunder, burn, and link.

Then, France, have at your firft-rates
For Britons never ihrink.

We'll rummage all we fancy ;
We'll bring them in by fcores:

And Moll and Kate and Nancy
Shall roll in Louis d'ors,

l



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS,

While here at Deal we're lying
With our noble commodore,

We'll fpend our wages freely, boys,
And then to fea for more.

In peace we'll drink and ling, boys;
In war we'll never fly.

Here's a health to George our king, boys,
And the royal family.

211

SONG CX.

GOOD MORROW TO YOUR NIGHT-CAP.
k_ N —————-1—ar—i

iipppEBSlf^p&gi
Dear Kathleen, you no doubt find Sleep how very fwe&t
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91is ; Dogs bark and cocks have crow'd out; Tou never
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dream hove late 'tis. This morning gay I pcfi away,
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to have with you a bit ofplay ; on two legs rid along
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to bidGood morrow to your night-cap.
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Laft night a iittle boufy
With whilky, ale, and cyder,

I alk'd young Betty Bloufy
To let me fit befide her.

Her anger rofe;
And, four as floes,

The little gipfey cock'd her nofe.
Yet here I've rid along to bid

Good morrow to your night-cap.

SONG CXI.

WHEN MY WIFE IS LAID IN GROUND.
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0 what pleafureswill abound When wife is

laid in ground! Let ^arth cover her, we''U dance

over her, When my wife is laid in ground.

Oh how happy fliou'd I be
Would little Nyfa pig with me!
How I'd mumble her, touze and tumble her,
Wou'd little Nyfa. pig with me !



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

SONG CXIL

WHY HEAVES.

Why heaves my fond bo rJom ? Ah I what can it meanP

Why flut-ters my heart which was once Jo fe - rene ?

Why this figh-ing and trembling when Daphne is near ?

Or why, whenfloe's ab-fent, this for-row andfear ?

Or why, whenJhe^s abfent9 this for-row and fear ?

For ever, methinks, I with wonder could trace
The thouiand foft charms that embellifh thy face.
Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find :
With thy face I am charm'd -y but enllav'd by thy mind.

Untainted with folly; unfullied by pride :
There native good humour and virtue refide.
Pray Heaven that virtue thy foul may fupply
With compafiion for him who without thee mull die.
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SONG CX1II.

WHERE'S MY SWAIN.

Where's my fwain fo blithe and clever? Why d?ye leave

me all in forrow? Three whole days are gone for ever

Since you faid you'd come to-morrow. Ifyou lovfl but

. half as I do, Totfd beeivhere with looks fo bonny ;

la - zy Johnny. Love has flying wings Iwell know,

Not for lingering la - zy Johnny.



VÒCAL ENCHANTRESS.

What can he be now a-doing ?
Is he with the lafles Maying ?

He had better here be wooing
Than with others fondly playing.

Tell me truly where he's roving,
That I may no longer forrow.

If he's weary grown of loving,
Let him tell me fo to-morrow.

Does fomc fav'rite rival hide thee ?
Let her be the happy creature :

I'll not plague myfelf to chide thee,
Nor difpute with her ^ feature.

But I can't and will not tarry,
Nor will kill myfelf with forrow :

I may lofe the time to marry
If I wait beyond to-morrow.

Think not, Ihepherd, thus to brave r
If I'm yours, pray wait no longer

If you won't, another '11 have me.
I may cool but not grow fonder.

If your lovers, girls, forfake ye,
Whine not in defpair and forrow;

Blefl another lad may make ye.
Stay for none beyond to-morrow.
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SONG CXÌV.

THE LAND OF DELIGHT.

As you mean to fet failfor the land of delight,

wsseasm
And in wedlock's foft hammock to fwing ev'ry night;

-m-

SÌÈÌpÈfÌiBl
Ifyou hope that your voyage fuc -cefs -fuljhou'dprove,

Fill your fails with ajfedtion, your cabins with love.

^—
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Ifyou hope that your voyage fuccefsfulJhou'd prove.

Fillyour fails with affeftion, your cabins with love,
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Tillyour fails %vith affection, your ca -bins with love.

Let your heart, like the main-mall, be ever upright,
And the union you boaft, like our tackle, be tight;
Of the fhoals of indiff'rence be furc to keep clear,
And the quickfands qf jealoufy never come near.

But if vapours &nd whims, like fea-fìcknefs, prevail,
You mull fpread all your canvas and catch the frelh gale :
For if brilk blows the wind and there comes a rough

fea,
You mull lower your top-fail and feud under lee.

1 /

If hulbands e'er hope to live peaceable lives,
They mull reckon themfelves, give the helm to their

wives:
For the fmoother we fail, boys, we're fafell from harm,
And on Ihipboard the head is Hill rul'd by the helm.

Then lift to your pilot, my boys, and be wife ;
If my precepts you fcorn and my maxims defpife,
A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn ;
And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn.
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SONG CXV.

THE OLD WOMAN'S SONG.
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O/tì? women we are, #/z^Z a/ zVz Zfo chair, a/zd ax
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fit for the quorum as men. ZFi? <r#/z y£tfAZ ozz /Z^ bench.
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and ex - amine a wench ; and like them, and like them,
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and like them can be wrong now and then, tfz^Z
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then, now and then j and like them can be wrong now

Chorus.
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<z/z<f then. for the w rrld thro\ and yoiCU find.
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§|Mi=Sp^iite
nine in ten, Old women can do, Old women can do,

IpiiillpiliiS
Old women can do as much as old men.

We can hear a fad cafe with a no-meaning face,
And tho* fhallow yet feem to be deep :

Leave all to the clerk ; and when matters grow dark,
Their worfliips had better go fleep.

For look, &c.

When our wifdom istalk'd, and hard queftions are aik'cf
We anfwer them belt with a fnore;

We can mump a tit bit, and can joke without wit:
And what can their worfliips do more ?

For look, &e.

E e iij
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SONG CXVI.

THE THING.
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Fine fongflers a-po-lo-giesoften ufe: When calVd

on fmready tofing. With hums or with haws ne'er
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attempt to refufe: And egad, Sirs, Pllgive you the

jj^P~&—
►— t = ip p-

— —

F=1pFrSP_[„=d U-;!yt=\b \L ——i_i ^8

thingj the thing; and egad, Sirs, Pllgiveyou the thing.

Conceited our beaux arm in arm walk the ftreet;
In idlenefs take their full fwing :

Each levels his glafs when a lady they meet;
And if handfome, they lwear—(he's the thing.

Thus at Smith field the jockey his nag will commend:
What a fhape ! why, he's fit for the king !

He's found wind and limb, on the word of a friend ;
And for fpirits—he's really the thing.

With fmile of felf-intereft the landlord imparts*
Butt-entire I always do bring :

Old ftingo I draw that will cherifii your hearts ;
And in flavour indeed—'tis the thing.
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See Jenny with Jocky to playhoufe repair
Mifs Brent to hear warble and ling ;

Pretenders to mufic, they praife ev'ry air
With I vow and protelt—fhe's the thing.

The fportfman with joy views the hare in full fpeed,
In ecltafy hears the Iky ring;

With cry of the hounds, and of each neighing Heed,
And in tranfport he cries—'tis the thing.

The prude her own perfon confults in the glafs,
Admiring her finger and ring ;

Then concludes that her beauty all others furpafs,
And that man mult confefs—Ihe's the thing.

Jack Tar, full of glee, to the garden will droll,
In fearch, Sirs, of fomething like 1—g ;

There boards on Moll Jenkins, and fwears by his foul
She's rigg'd, fore and aft—quite the thing.

The parfon, well pleas'd, trims the fmoaking Sir Loin,
And llyly leers at the pudding ;

Lord blefs me, he cries, how nobly I dine!
O pudding and beef is—the thing !

But, clafp'd in the arms of a good-natur'd pair,
With mutual embraces we cling;

That enjoyment alone difpels ev'ry care,
Which you all mud allow is—the thing»
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SONG CXVll
HE STOLE MY TENDER HEART AWAY.

iefe
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The fields were green, the hills were gay, And birds
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werefinging on each fpray, When Colin met me in the

grove, And told me tender tales of love♦ Was everfwain

fo blithe as he ? So kind, fo faithful, and fo free ? In

|l;NiÌÌÈ?=g;eiplÌ|fe
fpite of all my friends cou'd fay, Toung Colin ftole my

heart away. 7/2 fpite of all my friends cou'd fay, Toung

ColinJlole my heart away.
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Whene'er he trips the meads along
He fweetly joins the woodlark's fong;
And when he dances on the green
There's none fo blithe as Colin feen.
If he's but by I nothing fear ;
For I alone am all his care :

Then, fpite of all my friends can fay,
He's ftole my tender heart away.

My mother chides whene'er I roam,
And feems furpris'd I quit my home:
But fhe'd not wonder that I rove,
Did Ihe but feel how much I love.
Full well I know the gen'rous fwain
Will never give my bofom pain :
Then, fpite of all my friends can fay.
He's ftole my tender heart awa^
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SONG CXVIII.

COME ON, MY BRAVE TARS.

F —trz B.
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Come on, my brave tars, Let's away to the wars, To

honour and glory advance; For now we've beat

Spciin,Let us try this campaign To humble the pride

of old France, my brave boys ; to humble the pride of

old France.

See William, brave prince,
A true blue ev'ry inch,

Who will honour th' illuftrious name.

May he conqueror be
O'er our empire the fea,

And tranfmit Britilh laurels to fame,
My brave boys, &c.
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Three heroes combin'd,
When the Dons they cou'd find,Vied who fhou'd be foremoft in battle:
By no lee-fliore affrighted,
Akho' they're benighted,

They made Britifh thunder to rattle,Brave boys, &c.

See Dalryriiple, Prevoft,
Gallant Harrington too,

And Farmer who glorioufly fell;With brave Pearfon: all knew
That the hearts of true blue,

Once rouz'd, not the world cou'd excel,My brave boys, &c.

With fuch heroes as thofe,
Tho' we've numberlefs foes,

Britilh valour refplendent fhall fiiine :
And we ftill hope to ihow
That their pride will be low

In eighty, as fam'd fifty-nine^
My brave boys, &c.

Then, brave lads, enter here,
And partake of our cheer ;You lhall feaft and be merry and fing,With the grog at your nofe
Drink fuccefs to true blues:

Huzza ! and fay God fave the King !My brave boys, See.
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SONG CXIX.

JOHNNY'S GREY BREEKS.

When I was in my fe^enteen years, I was haith

blithe and bonny, 0* The lads Wed me baith far and

3±rZ™Kj K K ; F—p—
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near ; But I Wed nane but Johnny, 0. He gained

my heart in twa three weeks, He fpald fae blithe and

kindly, O ; And I made him new grey breeks Thatfitted

him jjiofi finely, 0, He gained my heart in twa three
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weeks, Hefpakl fae blithe and kindly, 0 j And Imade him

X

new grey breeks That fitted him viojl finely, 0.
He was a handfome fellow ;

His humour was baith frank and free:
His bonny locks fae yellow,

Like gou'd they glitter'd in my ee\His dimpl'd chin and rofy cheeks,And face fae fair and ruddy, O;And then a-days his grey breeks
Were neither auld nor duddy, 0,

But now they are thread-bare worn;
They're wider than they wont to be;They're tafhed like and fair torn;And clouted fair on ilka knee.

But gin I had a fummer's day,As I have had right mony, O,I'll mak' a web o' new grey
To be breeks to my Johnny, O,

For he's weel wordy o' them,
And better gin I had to gi'e;And I'll tak' pains upo' them ;
Frae fau'ts I'll drive to keep them free.To clead him weel fhall be my care,
And pleafe him a' my ftudy, O ;

But he maun wear the auld pair
A wee, tho' they be duddy, O.
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For when the lad was in his prime,

Like him there was nae mony, O.
He ca'd me ay his bonny thing:

Say, wha wou'd nae lo'e Johnny, O ?
Sae I lo'e Johnny's grey breeks

For a' the care they've gi'en me yet;
And gin we live anither year

We'll keep them haill between us yet.

Now, to conclude his grey breeks;
I'll fing them up wi' mirth and glee.

Here's luck to a' the grey fteeks
That Ihow themfelves upo' the knee :

And if wi' health I'm fpared
A wee while, as I wilh I may,

I fhall ha'e them prepared
As weel as ony that's o' grey.

SONG CXX.

ALL YE WHO WOU'D WISH.

Allye who would wijhto fucceed with a lafs, Learn

how the affair's to he done: For if youftandfooling
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andJhy, like an afs, You'll lofe her, lofe her, You'll lofe
? • X
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1
her9 as Jure as a gun.

With whining, and fighing, and vows, and all that,As far as yoii pleafe you may run:She'll hear you and jeer you, and give you a pat;But jilt you, jilt you,
She'll jilt you, as fure as a gun.

Tò worlhip, and call her bright goddefs, is fine;But mark you the confequence, mum;The baggage will think herfelf really divine,And fcorn you, fcorn you,She'll fcorn you, as fure as a gun.

Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and flout,And no opportunity fiiun :
She'll tell you fhe hates you, and fwear fhe'll cry out:But mum—mum—
But mum—{he's as fare as a gun.
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SONG CXXI.

FROM THE EAST BREAKS THE MORN.

From the eajt breaks the morn, See thefun-beams adorn
fc-

The wild heath and the mountains fo high, The wild

heath and the mountains fo high. Shrilly opes the

Jlaunch hound, Thefeed neighs to the found, And the

?eì3:
floods and the valleys re
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^ floods

and tl?e valleys re -
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Our forefathers, fo good,
Prov'd their greatnefs of blood

By encount'ring the pard and the boar;Ruddy health bloom'd the face,Age and youth urg'd the chace,And taught woodlands and forefts to roar,

Hence of noble defcent,
Hills and wilds we frequent,Where the bofom of nature's reveal'd;
Tho' in life's bufy dayMan of man make a prey.Still let ours be the prey of the field.

With the chace in full fight,Gods ! how great the dèlight!How our mutual fenfations refine !
Where is care ? where- is fear ?
Like the winds in the rear,And the man's loft in fomething divine.
Now to horfe, my brave boys :Lo ! each pants for the joysThat anon ftiall enliven the whole :
Then at eve we'll difmount,Toils and pleafures recount,And renew the chace over the bowl.



JAMIE GAT.
Affettuofo.

tripping o'er the mead. The hearty fwain, untaught
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Dear laffie, tell, why by thyfell
Thou lonely wander'ft here ?

My ewes, fhe cry'd, are ftraying wide;
Canft tell me, laddie, where ?

To town I hie, he made reply,
Some pleafìng fport to fee:

But thou'rt fo neat, fo trim, fo fweet,
I'll feek thy ewes with thee.

She gave her hand, nor made a ftand;
But lik'd the youth's intent:

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale,
Right merrily they went.

The birds fang fweet, the pair to greet,
And flow'rets bloom'd around;

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd,
And lovers joys when crown'd.

And now the fun had rofe to noon,
The zenith of his pow'r,

When to the fhade their Heps they made
To pafs the mid-day hour.

The bonny lad row'd in his plaid
The lafs, who fcorn'd to frown :

She foon forgot the ewes fhe fought,
And he to gang to town.
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SONG CXXIII.

THE WHISTLING PLOWMAN.
Recit.

^ ^ ^^
77j<? whijllingplowman hails the hlujhing dawn The
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thrufh melodious drowns the rujlic note: Loud Jings the

blackbird thro' refounding groves: And the lark Joars
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meet the rijing fun. Away to the copfe, to the copfe
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/raJ away ; ^726? «(5W, throw off the hounds.
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III warrant heJJjows us, heJJjows us fome play : See
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yonder heJkulks thro' the grounds See
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yonder heJkulks thro' the grounds, Thenfpuryour brifk
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courfers, and fmoke Vz/z, zzzy bloods ; 'tis a delicatefcent-
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ly - zVz^ //zor/z: What concert is equal to thofe of the
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woods \ betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn? The hounds

and the horn, the hounds and the horn, the hounds and
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the horn,

- betwixt echo, the hounds and the
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Each earth, fee, he tries at in vain, x

The cover no fafety can find ;
So he breaks it and fcow'rs amain,
And leaves us at diftance behind.

O'er rocks and o'er rivers and hedges we fly;
All hazard and danger we fcorn.

Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die:
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn.

And now he fcarce creeps thro' the dale;
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue ;
His fpeed can no longer prevail;
Nor his life can his cunning prolong.

From our (launch and fleet pack 'twas in vain that he fled:
See his brufh falls bemir'd forlorn !

The farmers with pleafure behold him lie dead,
And (hout to the found of the horn.

SONG CXXIV.

RAIL NO MORE.

Rail no more, ye learned ajfes, 'Gainjl the joys the

Wifdom at the bottom lies. Fill them higherJlill and

\

\
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higher: Shallow draughtsperplex the brain : Sipping

m m
quenches all our fire ; Bumpers light it up agai *
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Bumpers light it up a - gain.

Draw the fcene for wit and pleafure;
Enter jollity and joy ;

We for thinking have no leifure ;
Manly mirth is our employ.

Since in life there's nothing certain,
We'll the prefent hour engage ;

And, when death fhall drop the curtain,
With applaufe we'll quit the ftage.

.: , 1 - ■

\ -
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SONG CXXV.

PLATO's ADVICE.

Says Pla-to, whyJhonPd man he vain ? Since boun-

infolent difdain On thofe undeckPdwith wealth orjlate P

I-ff- Fi*-r=P, ■rg-
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Can fplendid robes, or beds of down, or cojlly gems

that deck the fair; Can all the glo
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ries of a crown, Give

health, or eafe the brew of care P
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The fcepter'd king, the burthen'd Have,
The humble, and the haughty, die ;

The rich, the poor, the bafe, the brave,
In duft, without diftin&ion, lie.

Go fearch the tombs where monarchs reft,
Who once the greateft titles bore:

The wealth and glory they poflefs'd,
And all their honours, are no more.

So glides the meteor thro' the Iky,
And fpreads along a gilded train;

But, when its ftiort-liv'd beauties die,
Diflolves to common air again.

So 'tis with us, my jovial fouls !—
Let friendfhip reign while here we ftay

Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls,-
When Jove us calls we muft away.
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SONG CXXVL

FILL YOUR GLASSES.

~P"T

liiiliiliHipil
Fill yourglajfes, banijh grief, Laugh, and worldly care

defpife: Sorrow ne'er will bring relief: Joy from drink¬
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ing will arife. WhyJhould we, with wrinkVd care,

Change what nature made fo fair ? Drink, andfet the

M to] fTTcrT rm
heart at reft; Of a bad market make the bejl.

Bufy brains, we know, alas!
With imaginations run,

Like the fands i' th' hour-glafs,
Turn'd, and turn'd, and ftill run on ;

Never knowing where to ftay,
But uneafy ev'ry way.
Drink, and fet the heart at reft ;
Peace of mind is always beft.

3
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Some p^tirfue the winged wealth;
Some to honours high àfpìrè :

Give me freedom, give me health ;
There's the fiim of my defire.

What the world can niore prefent
Will not add to my content:
Drink, and fet the heart at reft j
Peace of mind is always beft*

Mirth, when mingled with otir wine,
Makes the heart alert and free ;

Should it fnow, or rain, or ftiine,
Still the fame thing 'tis with me*

There's no fence againft our fate ;
Changes daily on us wait.
Drink, and fet your hearts at reft £
Of a bad market make the beft,
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to be fure> I was there•

To all that came near I had fomething to fay.'Twas this, Sir! and that, Sir! but fcarce ever nayAnd Sundays dreft out in my filks and my lace:
I warrant I flood by the belt in the place.
At twenty I got me a hufband—poor man !
Well reft him—we all are as good as we can:
Yet he was fo peevifh, he'd quarrel for flraws,
And jealou9—tho' truly I gave him fome caufe.
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He fnub'd me and huff'd me—but let me alone,
Egad I've a tongue—and I paid him his own :
Ye wives take the hint, and, when fpoufe is untow'rd,
Stand firm to our charter—and have the laft word.

But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe,
I'm not what 1 was forty fummers ago:
This Time's a fore foe, there's no fhunjiing his dart;
However, I keep up a pretty good heart.

Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum chance ;
I fiill love a tune, tho' unable to dance :
And, books of devotion laid by on the fhelf,
J teach that to others—I once did jnyfelf.

H h ij

\
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SONG cxxvur.

WHEN WAR's ALARMS.

epigppgjSi
When war's alarms entic'd ftiy Willy from me, My

poor heart withgriefdidfigh: Eachfond remembrance
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brought frejh forrow an me j I'woke e'er yet the morn

was nigh. No other cou'd delight him: Ah ! why did I
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e'er flight him ?• anfw'ring hisfond talej Which
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drove him far Amidjl the rage of war, And leftJtlly me
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thus to bewail\
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But I 110 longer, tho' a maid forfaken,

Thus will mourn like yonder dove :
For, 'ere the lark to-morrow {hall awaken

I will feek my abfent love.
The hoftile country over
I'll fly to feek my lover,

Scorning ev'ry threatening fear *
Nor diftant Ihore,
Nor cannon's roar,

Shall longer keep me from my dear.

-<-4►->•>»«

SONG CXXIX.
THERE WAS A JOLLY MILLER.

There uv.as a jolly miller once liv* on triver Bee:
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He danc'd andhefungfrom morn till night; no lark fo

blithe as he. And this the burden ofhisJongfor e-ver

us1d to be: /care for nobody,'no, not 1, if no-bo-dy

cares for me.
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I live by my mill, God blefs her! fhe's kindred, child,
and wife ;

I would not change my ftation for any other in life.
No lawyer, furgeon, or dodor, e'er had a groat from me.
I care for nobody, no, not I, if nobody cares for me.

When fpring begins its merry career, oh! how his heart
grows gay!

No fummer's drouth alarms his fears, nor winter's fad
decay ;

No forefight mars the miller's joy, who's wont to ling
and fay,

Let others toil from year to year, 1 live from day to day.

Thus, like the miller, bold and free, let us rejoice and
fing:

The days of youth are made for glee, and time is on
the wing.

This fong lhall pafs from me to thee, along this jovial
ring :

Let heart and voice and all agree, to fay,—long live the
]Knng 1

-4-< *<-4-4 >4"0*>->

SONG CXXX.

THE ECHOING HORN.

plpliipiiigl
The echoing horn calls the fportfmen abroad; To horfe,

^ Ie ^ ^ _

my brave hoys, and away. The morning is up, and the
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cry of the hounds Upbraids our too tedious delay. What

iliggiiiipiii
pleafure we feel in purfuing the fox ! O'er hill and o'er

->

he flies: Then follow, weTlfoon overtake him,

huzza ! The traitor is feiz'd on, 0/z<i JzVj, /fe J/Vj- - -

The traitor is feiz*d on and dies.

Cliorus.

fe
Then follow, weTl foon overtake him, huzza! The trai-
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Triumphant returning at night with the fpoil,

Like Bacchanals, fhouting and gay
How fweet with a bottle and lafs to refrefh,

And drown the fatigues of the day!
With fport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy >

Dull wifdom all happinefs fours.
Since life is no more than a pafiage at beft*

Let's ftrew the way over with flow'rs*
With fiow'rs ; lets ftrew, &c.

SONG CXXXI.

A COBLER THERE WAS.

EM £ :-r-X
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A cobler there was, and he liv*d in aJlallj Which
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fervid him for parlour, for kitchen, and hall. No coin in

Pzi—* ■<z—*

his pocket, no care in his pate ; No ambition had hei nor

mm m
jet duns at hisgate. Berry down, down, down, derry down*

\
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Contented he work'd; and he thought himfelf happy
If at night he could purchafe a cup of brown nappy:
He'd laiigh, then, and whittle, and fing, too, moll fweet 5
Saying, juft to a hair I've made both ends to meet,

Derry down, &c.

But love, the diftutber of high and of low,
That fhoots at the peafant as well as the beau,
He fhot the poor Cobler quite thorough the hearti
I wilh it had hit lbme more ignoble part.

Derry down, &c.

It was from a cellar this archet did play,
Where a buxom young damfel continually lay :
Her eyes fhone fo bright, when fhe rofe ev'ry day,
That fhe fhot the poor cobler quite over the way.

Derry down, &c.

He fung her love-fongs as he fat at his work;
But fhe Was as hard as a Jew or a Turk.
Whenever he fpoke fhe would flounce and would fleer £
Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair.

Derry down, &c*

He took up his awl that he had in the world,
And to make away with himfelf was refolv'd :
He pierc'd thro' his body inftead of the sole ;
So the cobler he died, and the bell it did toll.

Derry down, &c*

And now, in good-Will, I àdvife as a friend:
All coblers take notice of this cobler's end :

Keep your hearts out of love i for we find, by what',
pall,

That love brings us all to an end at the last.
Derry down, down, down, derry down.
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SONG CXXXII.

THE DUSKY NIGHT.

The dii/ky night rides down theJky, And ufbers in
Kt——
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the morn ; The hounds alljoin in jovial cry, The hounds

alljoin in jovial cry; The hunt/man winds his horn,

Iì=3=l|p|p2ilÈi=ì:mr
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The hunt/man winds his horn. And a hunting we will
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go, A hunting we willgo, A hunting we will

go A hunting we will go. And a hunti?ig we will

go, A hunting we will go, And hunting we will
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go , A hunting we willgo,

The wife around her hufband throws
Her arms to make him ftay:

My dear, it rains, it hails, it blows*
You cannot hunt to-day.

Yet a hunting, &c.

Sly Reynard now like light'ning flies,
And fweeps acrofs the vale ;

But when the hounds too near he fpies
He drops his bufhy tail.

Then a hunting,

Fond echo feems to like the fport,
And join the jovial cry \

The woods and hills the found retort,
And mufic fills the Iky,

When a hunting,
I

At laft his ftrength to faintnefs worn.
Poor Reynard ceafes flight;

Then hungry homeward we return
To feafl; away the night.

And a drinking, &c.

Ye jovial hunters in the morn
Prepare then for the chace ;

Rife at the founding of the horn,
And health with fport embrace,

When a hunting, &c.
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SONG CXXXIU.
YE BELLES AND YE FLIRTS.

Te belles and ye flirtsr and ye pert little things, Who

trip in this frolicfome round ; Prithee tell me from

whence this indecency fprings, The fixes at once to con¬

found? What means the cock?d hat and the mafculine air,
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With each motion defigrfd to perplex ? Bright eyes were

intended to languijh, notflare, And foftnefs the tefl of
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The girl who on beauty depends for fupport

May call ev'ry art to her aid;
The bofom difplay'd, and the petticoat fhort,

Are famples (he gives of her trade:
But you on whom fortune indulgently fmiles,

And whom pride has preferv'd from the fnare,
Should flyly attack us with coynefs and wiles,

Not with open and infolent airs,
Brave girls, not with, &c«

The Venus, whofe ftatue delights all mankind,
Shrinks modeftly back from the view ;

And kindly Ihou'd feem by the artilt defign'd
To ferve as a model for you.

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air,
Nor venture too much to reveal:

Our fancies will paint what you cover with carc,
x\nd double each charm you conceal,

Sweet girls, and double, Sec,

The blulhes of morn and the mildnefs of May
Are charms which no art can procure.

Oh ! be but yourfelves and our homage we'll pay,
And your empire is folid and fure.

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants,
And put us in fear of our lives,

You may do very well for lifters and aunts;
But, believe me, you'll never be wives,

Poor girls, believe me, &c.

"V
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SONG CXXXIV.

ON A BANK OF FLOW'RS.

m w:a m i::i

I
On a bank offlow'rs, in a fummer's day, inviting

S=ii t
undrefs'd, In her bloom ofyears bright Celia lay,
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u'ith loveandJleep opprefs'dj When a youthfulfwain,
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itòZ? admiring eyes, Wijh'd he durjl thefair maid fur-

prife, With a fa, la, la, &c. - - - fear'd approach-

Hiiyi
^ fpies<

As he gaz'd a gentle breeze arofe
That fann'd her robes afide ;

And the fleeping nymph did charms difclofe
Which, waking, Ihe would hide;
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Then his breath grew fhort, and his pulfe beat high;
He long'd to touch what he ehanc'd to fpy,

With a fa, la, la, &c.
But durft not yet draw nigh.

All amaz'd he flood, with her beauties fir'd,
And blefs'd the courteous wind ;

Then in whifpers figh'd, and the gods defir'd
That Celia might be kind.

Then, with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain:
But fhe laugh'd aloud in a dream, and again,

With a fa, la, la, &-c.
RepelPd the tim'rous fwain.

Yet, when once delire has inflam'd the foul,
All modeft doubts withdraw;

And the god of love does each fear controul
That would the lover awe.

Shall a prize like this, fays the vent'rous boy,
Efcape, and I not the means employ,

With a fa, la, la, &c.
To feize the proffer'd joy ?

Here the glowing youth, to relieve his pain,
The flumb'ring maid carefs'd,

And, with trembling hands, (oh ! the fimple fwain !)
Her glowing bofom prefs'd.

Then the virgin wak'd and affrighted flew,
Yet look'd as wifhing he would purfue,

With a fa, la, la, &c.
But Damon mifs'd his cue.

Now, repenting that he had let her fly,
Himfelf he thus accus'd :

Whatra~dull and flupid thing was I
That fuch a chance abus'd !

To my fhame 'twill now on the plains be faid,
Damon a virgin afleep betray'd,

With a fa, la, la, &c.
Yet let her go a maid!
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YOU KNOW I'M YOUR PRIEST.

k—

mm
Tou know Pm your ptiejf, and your confcience is mine;

But ifyou grow wicked, 'tis not a goodJign: So leave

Zzz^—tz:*—t:r!F±
=
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off your raking, and marry a wife ; And then, my dear

El f èzzz:*,

m
Darby, you're fettled for life. Sing a Ballina-mona,

0 - ro, Ballina-mona, 0 - ro, Ballina - mona, 0 - rof

A good merry wedding for me.

X
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The banns being publifh'd, to chapel we go,
The bride and the bridegroom, in coats white as fnow;
So modeft her air, and fo flieepilh your look,
You out with your ring, and I pull out my book.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
A good merry wedding for me.

I thumb out the place, and I then read away;
She blulhes at love, and fhe whifpers obey;
You take her dear hand to have and to hold;
I ftiut up my book, and I pocket your gold.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
That fnug little guinea for me.

The neighbours wifti joy to the bridegroom and bride ;
The pipers before us, you march fide by fide \
A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face;
The piper plays up, and myfelf I fay grace.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
A good wedding-dinner for me.

The joke now goes round, and the flocking is thrown;
The curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone ;
'Tis then, my dear boy, I believe you're at home ;
And hey for a chriftening at nine months to come.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
A good merry chriftening for me.

Kk
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BALLINAMONA.

To the foregoing tune.

WHerever I'm going, and all the day long,At home and abroad, or alone in a throng,
I find that my paflion's fo lively and ftrong,
That your name, when I'm filent, ftill runs in my fong.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
A kifs of your fweet lips for me.

Since the firfl; time I faw you I take no repofe;
I fleep all the day to forget half my woes;
So hot is the flame in my ftomach that glows,
By St Patrick! I fear it will burn thro' my clothes.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
Your pretty black hair for me.

In my confcience I fear I fliall die in my grave,
Unlefs you comply and poor Phelim will fave,
And grant the petition your lover does crave,
Who never was free till you made him your flave.

Sing Ballinamona, &-c.
Your pretty black eyes for me.

On that happy day when I make you my bride,
With a fwinging long fword, how I'll ftrut and I'll ftride!
With coach and fix. horfes with honey I'll ride,
As before you 1 walk to the church by your fide.

Sing Ballinamona, &c.
Your lily-white fill for me,
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SONG CXXXVII.

GRAMACHREE MOLLY.

As down on Banna's banks IJlray'd, One evening in

May, The little birds in blithejl notes Made vocal ev'ry

Jpray: They fung their little tales of love, They fang them
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o'er and o'er. Ah Gramachree, ma Colleenouge, ma
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The daify pied, and all the fweets
The dawn of nature yields ;

The primrofe pale, the vi'let blue,
Lay fcatt'red o'er the fields :

Such fragrance in the bofom lies
Of her whom I adore.

Ah Grajnachree, &c.
K k ij i
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I laid me down upon a bank,
Bewailing my fad fate,

That doom'd me thus the Have of love
And cruel Molly'3 hate :

How can Ihe break the honeft heart
That wears her in its core ?

Ah Gramachree, &c.

You faid you lov'd me, Molly dear ;
Ah ! why did I believe ?

Yet, who could think fuch tender words
Were meant but to deceive ?

That love was all I afk'd on earth ;
Nay, heav'n could give no more.

Ah Gramachree, &c»

Oh had I all the flocks that graze
On yonder yellow hill,

Or low'd for me the numerous herds
That yon green palture fill;

With her I love I'd gladly fliare
My kine and fleecy ftore.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

Two turtle doves above my head
Sat courting on a bough ;

I envied not their happinefs,
To fee them bill and coo :

Such fondnefs once for me ftie fliew'd;
But now, alas I 'tis o'er.

Ah Gramachree, &c.
■ " 7

. • ?,V' > . 'TÌ'ì-l
Then fare thee well, my Molly dear,

Thy lofs I e'er fhall mourn;
Whilft life remains in Strephon's heart

'Twill beat for thee alone :

Tho' thou art falfe, may heav'n on thee
Its choicefl: bleflings pour !

Ah Gramachree, &c.
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SONG CXXXVIII.

THE MAID IN BEDLAM.

To the foregoing tune.

ONE morning very early, one morning in the fpring,I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did ling;
Her chains fhe rattled on her hands, while fweetly thus

fung Ihe:
I loye my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O cruel were his parents, who fent my love to fea;
And cruel, cruel was the fhip that bore my love from me :
Yet I love his parents, fince they're his, altho' they've

ruin'd me ;
And I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O Ihould it pleafe the pitying pow'rs to call me to the
iky,

I'd claim a guardian angel's charge around my love to fly j
To guard him from all dangers how happy Ihould I be I
For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

I'll make a ftrawy garland, I'll make it wond'rous fine;
With rofes, lilies, dailies, I'll mix the eglantine \
And I'll prefent it to my love when he returns from fea \
For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaft!
Or if I were a nightingale, to fing my love to reft !
To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward ftiou'd be;
For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.

O if I were an eagle, to foar into the Iky!
I'd gaze around with piercing eyes, where I my love

might fpy:
But ah ! unhappy maiden ! that love you ne'er ftiall fee;
Yet I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves me.
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SONG CXXXIX.

HARK AWAY.

The moment Au - ro-ra peeped in-to my room, Iput

on my clothes and I calVdfor mygroom: WillWhiflle,

by this, had uncoupl'd the hounds ; Who lively and

iegfcafliiieiiB
mettlefome frijk'd o'er thegrounds. And now we're all
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faddl'd, fleet, dapple, and grey ; Who feem'd longing
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to hear the glad found hark away ! Hark away !
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Hark away ! Who feem'd longing to hear the gladfound
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hark a - way !

'Twas now, by the clock, about five in the morn;
And we all gallop'd off to the found of the horn :
Jack Garter, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the goofe,
When, all of a fudden, out ftarts Mrs Pufs :
Men, horfes, and dogs, not a moment would flay,
And echo was heard to cry, Hark, hark away !

The courfe was a fine one fhe took o'er the plain;
Which fhe doubl'd, and doubl'd, and doubl'd again;
Till at laft fhe to cover return'd out of breath,
Where I and Will Whittle were in at the death :
Then, in triumph, for you I the hare did difplay;
And cry'd to the horns, my boys, Hark, hark away !
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MY TRIM-BUILT WHERRY.

ÌifillplÌiÌÈÌIiÌl
Then farewell, my trim-built wherry, Oars and coat

and badge, farewell; Never more at Chelfea ferry

mShall your Thomas take a fpell. Then farewell, my

£=È
triin-built wherry, Oars and coat and badge, farewell;
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Never more at Chelfea fer - ry Jhallyour Thomas

feifeiiii
take a fpell - Shallyour Tho-mas take a fpelL
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But, to hope and peace a ftranger,
In the battle's heat I go ;

Where, expos'd to ev'ty danger,
Some friendly ball fhall lay me low.

Then, mayhap, when homeward fleering,
With the news my meflmates come;

Even you, my ftory hearing,
With a figh may cry—poor Tom!

LÌ
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THE BONNY SAILOR.
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Mybonny Jailor won my mind My heart is now

ipi
with him at fea ; I hope the Jammer's wejlern breeze

-m- —

will bring him fafe - ly back to me: I wijh to hear

i§=feg
what glorious toils, What dangers he has un-dergone !

G\

Whatforts he'sJlorm'd! Howgreat thefpoilsfrom Fra?ice

or Spain my Jailor's won ! My Jailor's wonf myJailor's

won ; From France or Spain my Jailor's won.
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A thoufand terrors chill'd my breaft
When fancy brought the foe in view;

And day and night I've had no reft,
Left ey'ry gale a tempeft blew.

Bring, gentle gales, my failor home ;
His ftiip at anchor may I fee !

Three years are, fure, enough to roam;
Too long for one who loves like me.

His face, by fultry climes, is wan ;
His eyes, by watching, fhine lefs bright

But ftill I'll own my charming man,
And run to meet him when in fight,

{lis honeft heart is what I prize;
No weather can make that look old :

Tho' alter'd were his face and eyes
I'll love my jolly failor bold.

L 1 ij
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HOW IMPERFECT IS EXPRESSION.

How imperfect is expreffion Some e - motions to

mum
im-part! When we mean a joft confejfion, and yetfeeh

to hide the heart. When our hofoms, all complying,
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With de - licious tu - mults fwell, And beat what bro-

i§§m
ken, faltering, dying, language would, but can-not,
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tell
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Deep confufion's rofy terror,

Quite expreffive paints my cheek.
Alk no more—behold your error ;

Blulhes eloquently fpeak.
What tho' filent is my anguilh,

Or breath'd only to the air ?
Mark my eyes; and, as they languifh,

Read what yours have written there.

O that you could once conceive me !
Once my heart's ftrong feelings view !

Love has nought more fond, believe me ;
Friendlhip nothing half fq true.

How imperfedt is expreffion
Some emotions to impart!

When we mean a foft confeffion,
And yet feek to hide the heart,
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Slow.
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SONG CXLIII.

SAE MERRY AS WE TWA HAE BEEN.

ii41M±

A lafs that was laden with care fat hea-vi-ly under

~4-

yon thorn, I liften*d a while for to hear, When thus

Jlje he-gan for to mourn: Whenever my dearJhepherd

was here9 the birds did melodiouflyfng, And cold nip¬

ping winter did wear A face that refemblcd the

:=j: ±Et

fpring. Sae merry as we twa hae been ; Sae merry as

we twa hae been ; My heart it is likefor to break
3
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when I think on the days we have 'jeen.
Our flocks feeding clofe by his fide,

He gently preffing my hand,
I view'd the wide world in its pride,

And laugh'd at the pomp of command !
My dear, he wou'd oft to me fay,

What makes you hard-hearted to me ?
Oh ! why do you thus turn away

. From him who is dying for thee!
Sae merry, &c.

But now he is far from my fight,
And perhaps a deceiver may prove;

Which makes me lament day and night,
That ever I granted my love.

At eve, when the relt of the folk
Are merrily feated to fpin,

I fet myfelf under an oak,
And heavily figh for him,

Sae merry, &c.

'1 "
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YE LADS OF TRUE SPIRIT.

liililll
Te lads of true fpirit, pay courtjhip to claret, Released

-JggEpjpgEflp izszzz:

from the trouble of thinking ; Afool, long ago, faid we

mmwmmwm
nothing could know ; The fellow knew nothing ofdrink-
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ing. To pore over Plato, or prablife with Cato^Dif

paJJiojiate dunces might make us ; But ?nen, now more

wife, felf-denial defpife, And live by the lejfons of

IE
Bacchus.
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Big-wig'd, in fine coach, fee the dodtor approach ;
He folemnly up the flair paces;

Looks grave—fmells his cane—applies finger to vein,
And counts the repeats with grimaces.

As he holds pen in hand, life and death are at Hand-
A tofs up which party fhall take us.

Away with fuch cant—no prefcription we w$nt
But the nourifhing noflrum of Bacchus.

We jollily join in the pradlice of wine,
While mifers 'midfl plenty are pining ;

While ladies are fcorning, and lovers are mourning,
We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining.

Drink, drink, now 'tis prime ; tofs a bottle to Time,
He'll not make fuch hafle to o'ertake us ;

His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement,
By the flyptical balfam of Bacchus.

What work is there made, by the newfpaper trade,
Of this man's and t'other man's flation!

The ins are all bad, and the outs are all mad;
In and out is the cry of the nation.

The politic patter which both parties chatter,
From bumpering freely fhan't fhake us ;

With half-pints in hand, independent we'll fland
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus.

/ * "

Be your motions well-tim'd; be all charg'd and all prim'
Have a care—right and left—and make ready.

Right hand to glafs join—at your lips refl your wine
Be all in your exercife fleady.

Our levels we boafl when our women we toafl;
May gracioufly they undertake us !

No more we defire—fo drink and give fire,
A volley to beauty and Bacchus!

3 M m.
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LET's BE JOVIAL.

Let's be jovial, Jill our glaffes, Madnefs 'tis for us

E£È-"liiiimm
to think, How the world is rul'd by ajfes, And the

wiife are fway'd by chink. Never let vain cares opprefs

us, Riches are to them a fnare; We are all as rich as

iliiiiiiiiiEil
Crtvfus, While our bottle drowns our care.

Wine will make us red as rofes,
And our forrows quite forget;

Come let's fuddle all our nofes, s
Drink ourfelves quite out of debt-

When grim Death comes looking for us
We are toping off our bowls ;

Bacchus joining in the chorus,
Death begone ! here's none but fouls»
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Godlike Bacchus thus commanding,
Trembling Death away fhall fly;

Ever after underftanding,
Drinking fouls can never die»

275

SONG CXLVI.

WITH AN HONEST OLD FRIEND.

With an honeji oldfriend and a merry oldJong, And a

flajk of old port, let meft the night long: And laugh

iiiimiiSli
at the malice of thofe who repine That they muffwig
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porter while I can drink wine,
M m ij
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I envy no mortal, though ever fo great,
Nor fcorn I a wretch for his lowly eftate;
But what I abhor, and efteem as a curfe,
Is poornefs of fpirit, not poornefs in purfe.
Then dare to be generous, dauntlefs, and gay jLet's merrily pafs life's remainder away :
Upheld by our friends, we our foes may defpife \For the more we are envied the higher we rife.

SONG CXLVII.

THE HONEST FELLOW.
Moderate.
-55-^-*—r—rl
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Pho ! pox of this nonfevfe, Iprithee give o'er, And talk

E!::1e|E^§1ÌEÌ:I^eeÌÈPIof your PbillisandCbloe no more ; Their face, and

^ p. p.—f»

■their air, and their mien—what a rout! Here's to thee,

. Chorus.

my lad, pujh the bottle about. Here's to thee, my
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lad, £o thee, my lad; Here's to thee, my lad, pujh

y;ifN-n ■,,
the bottle about.

Let finical fops play the fool and the ape;
They dare not confide in the juice of the grape:
But we honeft fellows—'fdeath ! who'd ever think
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink ?

'Tis wine, only wine, that true pleafure bellows;
Our joys it increafes, and lightens our woes;
Remember what topers of old us'd to fing,
The man that is drunk is as great as a king.

If Cupid affaults you, there's law for his tricks;
Anacreon's cafes, fee page twenty-fix:
The precedent's glorious, and jull, by my foul!
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl.
What's life but a frolic, a fong, and a laughs
My toaft fhall be this, whilft I've liquor to quaff.
May mirth and good fellowlhip always abound :
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round.
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SONG CXLVIII.

COME, NOW, ALL YE SOCIAL POW'RS.

Come, now, all ye focialpowers, Shed your influence

S3z+E:ir: -JZM llliiiiiliii
o'er us; Crown with joy the prefent hours, Enliven thofe

-1 *

before us: Bring the flajk, the muflc bring, JoyJhall
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quickly find us ; Brink, and dance, and laugh, andfing\
Chorus.

nin^ning
And cafl dull care behind us. Bring the flajk, the

muflc bring, JoyJhall quicklyfind usBrink, anddance,

and laugh, andfing, And cafl dull care behind us.
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Love, thy godhead I adore,
Source of generous paflion;

But will ne'er bow down before
Thofe idols wealth or falhion.

Bring the flalk, &c.

Friendlhip, with thy fmile divine,
Brighten all our features ;

What but friendlhip, love, and wine.
Can make us happy creatures ?

Bring the flalk, &c.

Why the deuce Ihould we be fad
While on earth we moulder ?

Grave, or gay, or wife, or mad,
We ev'ry day grqw older.

Bring the flalk, &c.

Then fince time will Heal away
Spite of all our forrow ;

Heighten ev'ry joy to-day,
Never mind to-morrow»

Bring the flalk, &-C»
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CATO's ADVICE.

What Cato advifesmojl certainly wife is, Not al-

for the toils of the day: And while the dull mifer e-

ift I iijUiiuiujjjifleems himfelf wifer, his bags to increafe, is)bile his

health does decay, Our fouls we enlighten, our fancies

we brighten, And pafs the long evenings in pieafire

\
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All cheerful and hearty, we fet afide party,

With fome tender fair the bright bumper is crown'd *
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us,

While care in an ocean of claret is drown'd :

See, here's our phyfician, we know no ambition,
But where there's good wine and good company found j

Thus happy together, in fpite of all weather,
'Tis funfhine and fuminer with us the year round.

Nn
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THE BROWN JUG.

mp
Dear Tom, this brown jug, that now foams with mild

mm
ale, (In which Iwill drink to fweet Nan of the vale),

IVas once Toby Filpot, a thirjly oldfoulAs e'er crack?d

SÌfÌfpÌplfÌÌ:
a bottle or fathomed a bowl. . In boozing a - - bout

mm
-mA:

'twas his praife to ex-eel, And amongjolly to-pers he

bore off the bell

bore off the bell.
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It chanc'd as in dog-days he fat at his eafe,
In his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleafe,
With a friend and a pipe puffing forrow away,
And with honeft old ftingo was foaking his clay,
His breath-doors of life on a fudden were ffiut,
And he dy'd full as big as a Dorchefter butt.
His body when long in the ground it had lain,
And time into clay had refolv'd it again,
A potter found out in its covert fo fnug,
And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown "
Now, facred to friendlhip, to mirth, and mild ale
So here's to my lovely fweet Nan of the vale.
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THE VICAR OF BRAY.

pmmm E i
In good King Charles's golden days, When loyalty no

harm meant, A zealous high-church-man I was, And fa

-0-

Igot preferment. To teach my flock I never mifl,

Kings are hy God appointed, And damn'd are thofe that
Chorus.

.ft—
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do rejifl, or touch the Lord's anointed: And this is

law, Iwill maintain, Until my dy-ing day, Sir, That
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e the Vicar of Bray,

Sir.

When Royal James obtain'd the crown,
And popery came in fafhion,

The penal laws I hooted down,
And read the Declaration:

The church of Rome I found would fit
Full well my conftitution ;

And had become a Jefuit,
But for the Revolution.

And this is law, &c.

When William was our king declared
To eafe the nation's grievance,

With this new wind about I fteer'd,
And fwore to him allegiance :

Old principles I did revoke,
Set confcience at a diftance ;

Paffive-obedience was a joke,
A jeft was non-refiftance.

And this is law, &c.

When gracious Anne became our queen,
The church of England's glory,

Another face of things was feen,
And I became a tory ;

Occafìonal conformifts bafe,
I damn'd their moderation ;

And thought the church in danger was
By fuch prevarication.

And this is law, &c.
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When George, in pudding-time, came o'er,
And moderate men look'd big, Sir,

I turn'd a cat-in-pan once more,
And fo became a y^hig, Sir ;

And thus preferment I procur'd
From our new faith's defender 5

And almoft ev'ry day abjur'd
The Pope and the Pretender.

And this is law, &c,

Th' illuftrious houfe of Hanover,
And Proteftant fucceffion;

To thefe I do allegiance fwear—
While they can keep pofleffion:

For in my faith and loyalty,
I never more will falter,

And George my lawful king lhall be—*
Until the times do alter.

And this is law, &c.
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SONG CLIL

THE WOMEN ALL TELL ME.

Thewomen all tell me Tm falfe to my lafs That I

miiiiiiiSiiÈii
quit my poor Chloe, andJlick to my glafs: But to yout

men of reafon, my reafons I911 own ; And ifyou dortt

like them, why, let them alone.

Although I have left her, the truth I'll declare ;
I believe ftie was good, and I'm fure fhe was fair:
But goodnefs and charms in a bumper I fee
That make it as good and as charming as fhe.

My Chloe had dimples and fmiles, I mufl own;
But, though Ihe could fmile, yet in truth llie could frown;
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine,
Did you e'er fee a frown in a bumper of wine ?

Her lilies and rofes were juft in their prime ;
Yet lilies and rofes are conquer'd by time :
But, in wine, from its age fuch benefit flows,
That we like it the better the older it grows.

3
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They £ell me my love would in time have been cloy'd,
And that beauty's infipid when once 'tis enjoy'd
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy,
For, the longer I drink the more thirfty am L

Let murders, and battles, and hiftory, prove
The mifchiefs that wait upon rivals in love :
But in drinking, .thank heav'n, no rival contends;
For, the more we love liquor the more we are friends.

She, too, might have poifon'd the joy of my life
With nurfes, and babies, and fqualling, and ftrife :
But my wine neither nurfes nor babies can bring,
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing.

#

We Ihorten our days when with love we engage;
It brings on difeafes, and haftens old age :
But wine from grim death can its votaries fave,
And keep out t'other leg when there's one in the grave.

Perhaps, like her fex., ever falfe to their word,
She has left me—to get an eftate, or a lord;
But my bumpers (regarding nor titles nor pelf)
Will hand by me when I can't Hand by myfelfl

Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain ;
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain:
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I fpy.
Should you doubt what I fay, take a bumper and try.
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SONG CLIII.

THE GOSSIPS.

Two gojjips they mer-ri-ly At nine in the

morningfullfoon ; And they were refolddfor a whet,

To keep their fweet voices in tune. Away to the tavern

they went;. u

t.

p.irTriF*
I have a crown yet unfpent; Come, let's have a cup of

the heft.
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" And I have another, perhaps

" A piece of the very fame fort;
" Why fhould we fit thrumming of caps?46 Come, drawer, and fill us a quart;" And let it be liquor of life,

" Canary, or fparkling wine:
" For I am a buxom young wife,

44 And I love to go gallant and fine."

Th,e drawer, as blithe as a bird,
Came ikipping with cap in his hand,

" Dear ladies, I give you my word,
" The bed fhall be at your command."

A quart of canary he drew,
Joan fill'd up a glafs and begun," Here, goffips,, a bumper to you
" I'll pledge you, girl, were it a tun."

" And pray, goffip, did'nt you hear
" The common report of the town,

" A fquire of five hundred a year
" Is married to Doll of the Crown:

" A draggle-tail'd flut, on my word,
" Her clothes hanging ragged and foul;" In troth he would fain have a bird
" That would give- a groat for an owl.

11 And fiie had a filler lad year,
" Whofe name they call'd Galloping Peg," She'd take up a draw with her ear;'4 I warrant her right as my leg !t( A brewer he got her with child ;

But e'en let them' brew as they bake ;I knew die was wanton and wild;" But 111 neither meddle nor make."
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" Nor I, goflip Joan, by my troth,
" Though neverthelefs I've been told,

** She ftole feven yards of broad cloth,
" A ring, and a locket of gold ;

" A fmock and a new pair of Ihoes;
" A flourifhing madam was Ihe :—

" But Margery told me the news;
And it ne'er fhall go further for me.

We were at a goffiping club,
" Where we had a chirruping cup

" Of good humming liquor, ftrong bub I
" Your hulband's name there it was up,

" For bearing a powerful fway,
" All neighbours his valour have feen ;

" For he is a cuckold, they fay—
" A conftable, golllp, I mean.

Dear goffip, a flip of the tongue ;
" No harm was intended in mind :

" Chance words they will mingle among
" Our others we commonly find.

^ I hope you won't take it amifs."
" No, no, that were folly in us;
And if we perhaps get a kifs,
u Pray, what are our hufbands the worfe

O o ii
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SONG CLIV.

THE POWER OF MUSIC.

il|z3 EEÈ isias
When Orpheus went down to the regions below, Which

yrtl|=pSg|gg £=zilzz£-*\
tnen are forbidden to fee ; He turìd up his lyre, as old

hijloriesJhow, To Jet his Eurydice free ; To fet his

:b~\

Eurydice free. All hell was aflonifh'd a perfon fo

wife Should rajhly endanger his life, And venture fo

far; but how vajl their furprife ! When they heard that

he camefor his wife j How vajl their furprife ! when
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they heard that he camefor his wife.
To find out a punifhment due to his fault,

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain;
But hell had not torments fufficient, he thought

So he gave him his wife back again.
But pity fucceeding found place in his heart;

And, pleas'd with his playing fo well,
He took her again in reward of his art;

Suqh merit had raufic in hell!
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SONG CLV.

HOW HAPPY A STATE.
*V%* %&—**—"—T**

How happy a Jiate does the miller pojfefs, Who would

lliiPliliilil
he 110 greater, nor fears to he lefs ; 'On hu mill and

himfelf he depends for fupport; Which is better than

fervilely cringing at court. What tho' he all dufly and

whiten'd does go P The more he's bepowder'd, the more

like a heau: A clown in this drefs may he honejler

iiiii ^p=r . j
£=±=

far Than a courtier who Jlruts in his garter andfar ;
3 *

.
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ililiiliifUlil
Than a courtier whoJlruts in his garter andJlar.

Though his hands are fo daub'd they're not fit to be feen„
The hands of his betters are not very clean;
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal;
Gold, in handling, will ftick to the fingers like meal.
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks,
He cribs, without fcruple, from other mens facks ;
In this of right noble ex.ahipl"es he brags,
Who borrow as freely from other mens bags.

Or Ihould he endeavour to heap an eftate,
In this he would mimic the tools of the ftat-e ;
Whofe aim is alone their own coffers to fill,
As all his concern's to bring grift to his mill.
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry.
And down, when he's weary, contented does lie ^
Then rifes up cheerful to work and to fing:
If fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king?
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SONG CLVI.

COME, COME, MY GOOD SHEPHERDS.

Comej come, my goodJhepherds, our flocks we muji

il'llMppililiiliiili
Jhecir ; In your ho-li-day fuits with your lajfes appear j

— N

The happiefl offolk are the guilelefs and free ; And

are yò guilelefs, fo happy, as we ? Who are fo

f -far-

guilelefs3 yà happy, a/ ire. The happiefl offolk are

the guilelefs andfree, guilelefs and free, guilelefs and
(A

free: And who are Jo guilelefs, Jo happyy as we ?■
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We harbour no pafllons, by luxury taught,
We pra&ife no arts, with hypocrify fraught;
What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes:
For, knowing no falsehood, we need no difguife.

By mode and caprice are the city dames led;
But we as the children of nature are bred:
By her hand alone we are painted and drefs'd ;
For the rofes will bloom when there's peace in the brealL

That giant Ambition wre never can dread;
Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head;
Content and fweet Cheerfulnefs open our doòr;
They fmile writh the fiftiplè, and feed with the poor.

When love has poflefs'd us, that love we reveal;
Like the flocks that we feed are the pafllons we feel r
So, harmlefs and Ample, we fport and we play,
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray
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SONG CLVII.

AS SURE AS A GUN.

Says Co-lin to me, Vve a thought in my head ; I

^mgipggp§i
know a young damfel Pm dying to wed; I know a

&=£:
—i^. ìSBSiitì
young damfel Pm dying to wed. So pleafe you, quoth /,

and whenever it is done, You'll quarrel and you'll part

i-
1
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again, as Jure as a gun ! As Jure as a gun ! As fare

Ìp^EÌIìOÌ^Ì
as a gun ! You'll quarrel and you'll part again, as

iisflgi
fare as a gun I
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And fo when you're married (poor amorous wight!)
You'll bill it and coo it from morning till night:
But truft me, good Colin, you'll find it bad fun ;
Inftead of which you'll fight and fcratch—as fure as a

gun !

But fiiou'd file prove fond of her own deareft love,
And you be as fupple and foft as her glove ;
Yet, be fhe a faint, and as chafte as a nun,
You're faften'd to her apron-firings—as fure as a gun !

Suppofe it was you, then, faid he, with a leer ;
You wou'd not ferve me fo, I'm certain, my dear :
In troth, I replied, I will anfwer for none ;
But do as other women do—as fure as a gun !

SONG CLVIII.

NO GLORY I COVET.

IHiSpppiifi!
No glory I covet; no riches 1 want; Ambition is

iplSHiiilippill
nothing to me: "The one thing I beg of kind Heaven

ipiiliHilppilili
to grant Is a mind independent andfree.

pP ij
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With pafiions unruffled, untainted with pride,
By reafon my life let me fquare ;

The wants of my nature are cheaply fupplied,
And the reft are but folly and care.

The bleflings which Providence freely has lent,
I'll juftly and gratefully prize ;

Whilft fweet meditation, and cheerful content,
Shall make me both healthful and wife.

In the pleafures the great man's pofleffions difplay,
Unenvied I'll challenge my part;

For ev'ry fair obje<ft my eyes can furvey
Contributes to gladden my heart.

How vainly, through infinite trouble and ftrife,
The many their labours employ !

Since all that is truly delightful in life
|s what all, if they pleafe, may enjoy.

SONG CLIX.

THOU SOFT FLOWING AVON.
Larghetto.

Thou foft flowing Avon, by thyJilver flreani, Of

:±-:je—=t=±i=i

things more than mortalfweetShakefpear would dream,

would dream, would dream, thy Shakefpear would dream«
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Thefairies, by moonlight, dance round hisgreen bed;

For hallowed the turf is which pillow'd his head: The

AUj|f f Tl f'tri Prl
fairies, by moonlight, dance round his green bed ; For

St=ÈP ^1lis
hallow'd the turf is which pil - low'd his head.

The love-ftricken maiden, the foft-fìghing fwain,
Here rove without danger, and figh without pain.
The fweet bud of beauty no blight fhall here dread
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head.

Here youth {hall be fam'd for their love and their truth,
And cheerful old age feel the fplrit of youth :
For the raptures of fancy here poets fhall tread;
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head.

Flow on, filver Avon, in fong ever flow !
Be the fwans on thy borders ftill whiter than fnow !
Ever full be thy ftream ; like his fame may it fpread!
And the turf ever hallow'd which pillow'd his head!
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SONG CLX.

THE IRISH HUNT.

pay your attention Pm Jure it can*tfail: 'Pis of lads

and of hcrfes and dogs that ne'er tire, O'erJlone-

walls and hedges, thro9 dale, bog, and briar: A pack

ofJuch hounds, and a fet offuch men ; 'Pis aJhrewd

chance if ever you meet with again. Had Nimrod,

the mightift of hunters, been there, 'Foregad he'd have
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jfhook like an a[pen for fear.
In feventeen hundred and forty and four,
The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more,
At five in the morning, by moll of the clocks,
We rode from Kilruddery in fearch of a fox..
The Laughlinftown landlord, the old Owen Bray,
And fquire Adair, fure, was with us that day ;
Joe Debbil, Hal Prefton, that huntfman fo ftout,
Dick Holmes, a few others, and fo we fet out.

We call off our hounds for an hour or more,
When Wanton fet up a moft tunable roar;
Hark to Wanton ! cried Joe, and the reft were not flack;
For Wanton's no trifler efteem'd in the pack *
Old Bonny and Collier came readily in,
And ev'ry hound join'd in the mufical din ;
Had Diana been there fhe'd been pleas'd to the life,
And one of the lads got a goddefs to wife.

Ten minutes paft nine was the time of the day
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his play:
As ftrong from Killegar as though he could fear none,
Away he brufh'd round by the houfe of Kiiternan;
To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherrywood then,
Steep Shankhill he climb'd, and to Ballyman-glen;
Bray-common he crofs'd, leap'd Lord Anglefey's wall,
And feem'd to fay, Little I value you all.

He ran Bufhes-grove up to Carberry-burns,
Joe Debbil, Hal Prefton, kept leading by turns :
The earth it was open ; but he was fo ftout,
Though he might have got in, yet he chofe to keep out
To Malpas' high hills was the way then he flew;
At DalkeyHone-common we had him in view ;
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He drove on, by Bullock, through Shrubglanagery,
And fo on to Mountown, where Laury grew weary.

Through Rocheftown wood like an arrow he pafs'd,
And came to the deep hills of Dalkey at laft ;
There gallantly plung'd himfelf into the fea,
And faid in his heart, Sure none dare follow me:
But foon, to his coft, he perceiv'd that no bounds
Could ftop the purfuit of fuch Haunch mettl'd hounds
His policy here did not ferve him a rulh,
Five couple of tartars w7ere hard at his brulh.

To recover the fhore then again was his drift;
But, ere he could reach to the top of the clift,
He found both of fpeed and of cunning a lack,
Being waylaid and kill'd by the reft of the pack.
At his death there were prefent the lads I have fung?
Save Laury, who, riding a garron, was flung.
Thus ended, at length, a moft delicate chafe,
That held us five hours and ten minutes fpace.

We return'd to Kilruddery's plentiful board,
Where dwells Hofpitality, Truth, and my Lord ;
We talk'd o'er the chafe, and we toafted the health
Of the man that ne'er varied for places or wealth.
Owen Bray baulk'd a leap ; fays Hal Prefton, 'twas odd
'Twas ftiameful, cries Jack, by the great living God 1
Says Prefton, I halloo'd, Get on, though you fall j
Or I'll leap over you, your blind gelding and all.

Each glafs was adapted to freedom and fport \
For party affairs w7e confign'd to the court:
Thus we finifh'd the reft of the day and the night
In gay flowing bumpers and focial delight:
Then, till the next meeting, bid farewel each brother
For fome they went one way and fome went another.
As Phoebus befriended our earlier roam,
So Luna took care in conducing us home,
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SONG CLXI.
WHAT MAN, IN HIS WITS.

What man, in his wits, had not rather be poor, Than

Ii
for lucre his freedom to give ? Ever hufy the means of

a-22

his life to fe-cure, And fo ever neglecting to live.

Andfo ever neglecting to live.

Inviron'd from morning to night in a croud,
Not a moment unbent or alone;

Conftrain'd to be abjedl, though never fo proud,
And at ev'ry one's call but his own. #

Still repining and longing for quiet each hour,
Yet ftudioufly flying it ftill;

With the means of enjoying his wilh in his pow'r,
But accurlt with his wanting the will.

For a year muft be paft, or a day mull be come,
Before he has leifure to reft :

He muft add to his ftore this or that pretty fum,
And then will have time to be bleft.
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But his gains, more bewitching the more they increaf^
Only fwell the delire of his èye :

Such a wretch let mine enemy live, if he pleafe;
Let not even mine enemy die.

SONG CLXII.

WOMEN AND WINE.

mmmmm :tw:z
Some fay women are like the fcas, Some the waves.
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and fome the rocks ; Some the rofè that fami decays ;

iililiiliilliiii
Some the weather, and fome the cocks ; But ifyou'll
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give me leave to tell, There's nothing can be compared

iiiiliiiiir in
fo welly As wine, wine, women and wine, They run in
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a pa-ral-lel; They run in a pd-rai - IcL
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Women are witches when they will,

So is wine, fo is wine ;
They make the ftatefman lofe his fkillj,

The foldier, lawyer, and divine ;
They put a gig in the graved Ikull,
And fend their wits to gather wool:

'Tis wine, wine, women and wine, they run in a parallel.

What is't that makes your vifage fo pale ?
What is't that makes your looks divine ?

What is't that makes your courage to fail ?
Is it not women ? Is it not wine ?

*Tis wine will make you fick when you're well;
'Tis women that make your forehead to fwell:

*Tis wine, wine, women and wine, they run in a parallel*
0
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SONG CLXIII.

THE UNION.

With women and wine I defy ev'ry care ; For life,

™ie:—r.- w ,»l=Pli§|ili=iP|
iwithout thefe, is a bubble of air ; For life, without
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£
thefe, For life, without thefe, For life without thefe is

zzEB. .. TFT i iT ■ fEiltdEijipp^l^rr-rtTissE
a bubble of air; Each helping the other, in pleafure

I roll, And a new flow of fpirits en - li - vens my

foul. Each helping the other, in pleafure I roll, And a

new flow offpirits en-livens my foul.
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Let grave fober mortals my maxims condemn,
I never lhall alter my conduct for them;
I care not how much they my meafures decline,
Let them have their own humour—and I will have mine,
Wine, prudently us'd, will our fenfes improve;
'Tis the fpring-tide of life and the fuel of love;
And Venus ne'er look'd with a fmile fo divine
As when Mars bound his head with a branch of the vine.
Then come, my dear charmer ! thou nymph halfdivine !
Firft pledge me with kilfes—next pledge me with wine:
Then giving and taking, in mutual return,
The torch of our loves lhall eternally burn.
But fhould'ft thou my paflion for wine difapprove,
My bumper I'll quit to be blefs'd with thy love;
For, rather than forfeit the joys of my lafs,
My bottle I'll break and demolilh my glafs.

SONG CLXIV.
PHILLIDA AND CORYDON.
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Much ado there was, God wot!
He would love, and fhe would not i
She faid, never man was true :
He faid, none was falfe to you.
He faid, he had lov'd her long:
She faid, love Ihould have no wrong.

Corydon would kifs her then :
She faid, maids muft kifs no men
Till they did for good and all.
Then fhe made the fhepherd call
All the heavens to witnefs truth:
Ne'er lov'd a truer youth.

. , I

Thus, with many a pretty oath,
Yea arid nay, and faith and troth !
Such as lilly fhepherds ufe i
When they will not love abufe;
Love, which had been long deluded,
Was, with kilfes fweet, concluded :

And Phillida, with garlands gay,
Was made the lady of the May.

SONG CLXV.

THE COUNTRY WEDDING.

*rrw : I I :=3 fAb=M - H}Lt=Je—:zl
Well met, pretty nymph, fays a jolly young fwain, To

a beautifulJhepherdefs croffing the plain ; Why fo
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much in hajle P (now the month it was May) Shall I
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venture to ajk. you, fair maiden, which way ? Shall I
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venture to ajli you, /hzV maiden, which way P faen

&

Jlraight to this quejlion the nymph did reply, With a

fmile on her look, a zVz for eye, / fl/rc coffze

ipiipii§=ilpli=i
from the village, and homeward Igo ; And now, gentle

ilpgiiliiiUiii
Jhepherd, pray ~w£y would you know P

I hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amifs,
If I tell you the reafon of afking you this ;
I would fee you fafe home, (the fwain was in love)v
Of iiich a companion if you WQuld approwe.
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Your offer, kind fhepherd, is civil, I own,
But fee no great danger in going alone ;
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free,
For one as another, for you as for me.

No danger in going alone, it is true,
Eut yet a companion is pleafanter too;
And if you could like (now the fwain he took heart)
Such a fweetheart as me, we never would part.
O ! that's a long word, faid the fhepherdefs then ;
Fve often heard fay there's no minding you men :
You'll fay and unfay, and you'll flatter, 'tis true ;
Then leave a young maiden the firft thing you do.

O ! judge not fo harfhly, the fhepherd replied ;
To prove what I fay, I will make you my bride;
To-morrow the parfon (well faid, little fwain)
Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain :
Then what the nymph anfwered to this is not faid ;
The very next morn to be fure they were wed.
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down ;
Now, when fhall we fee fuch a wedding in town ?

SONG CLXVI.

MAT EVE: or, KATE OF ABERDEEN.
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The Jilver moon'sen - a- mour'd beam Stealsfoft-
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ly through the night, To wanton with the

X
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wind- ingJlream, And kifs- flctl - ed light.
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of Jlàte go, balm - yJleep, ('Tis where you've

0 3M
feldombeen), May's vi-gilwhile the keep

/FzY/j Kate of A-ber-deen, With Kate of A-ber-deen,

mS= I=E
Kate of A - ber - deen.

Upon the green the virgins wait,
In rofy chaplets gay,

Till morn tinbar her golden gate,
And give the promis'd May.

Methinks I hear the maids declare
The promis'd May, when feen,

Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair,
As Kate of Aberdeen.

Rr
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Strike up the tabor's boldeft notes,

We'll roufe the nodding grove ;
The netted birds lliall raife their throats.

And hail the maid I love :

And fee—the matin lark miftakes,
He quits the tufted green :

Fond bird 'tis not the morning breaks,
'Tis Kate of Aberdeen.

Now, lightfom^ o'er the level mead,
Where midnight fairies rove,

Like them, the jocund dance we'll lead,
Or tune the reed to love :

For, fee, the rofy May draws nigh ;
She claims a virgin queen :

And, hark ! the happy fhepherds cry,
'Tis Kate of Aberdeen.

4

SONG CLXVII.

LUCY, THE FAIR QUEEN OF HEARTS

izafc

Farewell to the park and the play, Farewell the

m
affemhly and hall; Te parties Jo frolic arid gay,
— S

"t
sfe

With pieafure farewell to you all. No joys can I
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now find in wine, 'Shot through withJly Cupid's keen

sihEilh^ii tzsr
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darts ; My freedom, well pleased, I refgn To Lucy
^ ^ T. ,VT^

the 'fair queen of hearts, To Lucy the fair queen of
|S ^ jS

hearts. For Lucy Ifgh, for Lucy I die, For Lucy

Ifigh, for Lucy 1 die, For Lucy the fair queen of

F=, ■±ZZ\Erj►—jw— E3 f==F;
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hearts, For Lucy the fair queen of hearts.

Though beauties are plenty, I own,
Regardlefs I view their dull charms,

Nor beauty cou'd conquer alone,
But beauty and merit difarms.

Infipid to me all their faces,
In vain they play off all their arts,

Compar'd to the numberlefs graces
Of Lucy the fair queen of hearts.

For Lucy I iigh, &c.
R r ij
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She liftens to all that I fay,
She blufhes whenever we meet;

Though with others die's lively and gay,
With me Ihe is grave and difcreet.

To church then I'll lead my fair bride,
And, fcorning deceitful bafe arts,

Still happy, whatever may betide,
With Lucy the fair queen of hearts.

Tor Lucy I figh, &c.

4.y. y,y„y_y„

SONG CLXVIII.

THE FRIEND AND THE LOVER.

Fm told by the wife ones a maid IJhall die, They

piipiBiippiiii__ ..

fay Fm too nice, but the charge I deny ; I know hut

-m—R—

mwmwmm
too well how time flies along, That we live but few

years, and yet fewer are young. But I hate to be
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cheated, And ne - ver will buy Whole a - ges offor-

rowfor moments of joy ; I ne - ver will wed till a

youth I can find Where the friend and the lover are

e-qual-ly joìrìd; Where thefriend and the lover, the

friend and the lover, thefriend and the lo - ver, are

e-qual-ly joiri>d.

No pedant, though learned, or foolifhly gay
Or laughing becaufe he has nothing to fay,
To ev'ry fair one obliging and free,
But never be fond of any but me:



3is calliope; or the

In whofe tender bofom my foul may confide,
Whofe kindnefs can foothe me, whofe counfels can guide ;Such a youth I Wou'd marry, if fuch I cou'd find,
Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd.
From fuch a dear lover as here I defcribe

^
No danger fhou'd fright me, not millions fhou'd bribe;
But, 'till this aftonifhing creature I know,
I'm fingle and happy, and flill will be fo.
You may laugh, and fiippofe I am nicer than wife
But I'll fhun the Vain fop, the dull coxcomb defpife jNor ever will wed till a youth I can find
Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd.

SONG CLXIX.

COME KISS ME, SAYS HE.

*ST~
ii

Young Damon was whiflling,brijkand gay,

h
; S-v—a)—d P"\—

<waiJlcoat fo red, andJlockings fo grey, Juji merrily,

—p—

merrily, come from the fair, Jufl merrily come from

:=^?=^;3|Èpp|!|i|£|5p
the fair, JnJl merrily come from the fair. He
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met pretty Sue in the way, He met pretty Sue in
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the way. Come kifs vie, fays he ; I won't, faysJhe ;

Come kifs me, fays he ; I won''t, faysJhe, Tou're hold
—ft—fc—
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and I hate you, I do, I declare, Tou're hold and I

il,. m 'L,—o— % E= ©■] tz^ÈEpHHpfA5 h~
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hate you, I do, I declare. Come kifs me, fays he-, I

^~=p=il"1 I 1
J*! j

izEfczd i !£—
i

w 1 4 I -4 I
i

P j M
— i $2

L_

won't, faysJhe ; Come kifs me, fays he ; I won't, fays

i=È§Èg5ÌpÈ5•**»—J— c:p|jEpiL:fc=::1

Jhe, Tou're hold and I hate you, I do, I declare ;

-— J—^ s* gw r1 ou're hold and I hate you, I do, I declare%
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, \
He offer'd a ribbon her hair to bind;
Dear Sufan come kifs, and in pity be kind,
Or I'll hang in a fit of defpair;
Defpair, cry'd* the maiden, is blind.

Then kifs me, fays he ;
I won't, fays file *

You think that I love you, I don't, I declare.

Shall we go to the parfon, he roguifhly faid ?
She cuttfy'd, cry'd yes, blufii'd, and held down her

head,
With a look that difpell'd all his care ;
For fiie found that he wifh'd her to wed :

Well, kifs me, fays he ;
I will, fays fiie }

I'll kifs when we're wed, not till then I declare.

SONG CLXX.

THO' BACCHUS MAY BOAST.

Tho9 Bacchus may boajl of his care-kill-ing bowly

Andfol- ly in thought-drowning re-vels de - light,
i*»-r > {*-

mmjS3£|pjE=
Such worjhip, àlas I has no charms for the foul,
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When fofter de - vò 'tions the fen - invite. To the ar~

row offate, or the canker of care, His potions ob-li-

s/zoz/r # halm may hejlow j But to fancy that feeds on
©

Jij.ririii u 1 /u...
^ charms of the fair, The death of reflection's the

care of all woe; The death of re -flee - tion's the

eIÙ1=I=Ì:
care of all woe*

What foul, that's poffefs'd of a dream fo divine,
With riot wou'd bid the fweet vifion begone ?

For a tear that bedews Senfibility's fhrine .

Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun.
S f

\
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Each change and excefs hath thro' life been my doom*
And well can I fpeak of its joy and its ftrife ;

The bottle affords us a glimpfe thro' the gloom,
But love's the true funfhine that gladdens our lifi?.

Come, then, rofy Venus, and fpread o'er my fight
The magic iliufions that ravifh the foul!

Awake in my breaft the foft dream of delight!
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl!

Then deep will I drink of the nedlar divine*
Nor e'er, jolly god, from thy banquet remove;

But each tube of my heart ever thirft for the wine
That's mellow'd by friendfhip and fweeten^d by love.

SONG CLXXI.

WHEN THE MEN A-COURTING CAME.

When the men a-courting came, With their flattering
N—r—~ .A

prittle prattle, Of their fool1ries I made game, And
■w-
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rallied them with tittle tattle ; Cooing to ?ne> wooing
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eachfilly elf Came cooing, wooing, bowing to me.

The divine, with looks demure,
Talk'd of tithes and eating plenty,

Show'd the profits of his cure,
And vow'd to treat me with each dainty;

Cooing, &c.

The learned fergeant of the law
Show'd his parchments, briefs, and papers j

Jn his deeds X found a flaw;
So difmifs'd him in the vapours;

Cooing, fkc.

phyflc now difplay'd his wealth
With his noftrums ; but the fa6t is,

I refolv'd to keep my health,
Nor die a martyr to his practice ;

Cooing, §tc.

But, at laft, a fwain bow?d low,
Candid, handfome, tall, and clever,

Squeezed my hand, I can't tell how.
But he won my heart for ever \

Cooing, &c.
I fent all other wooers from me,



324 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG CLXXII.

MY NAME'S HONEST HARRY, O.

My name's honejlHarry, 0: Mary I marry, 0 ;

Ir\fpite ofNell or I-fa-belfollow my own

Mary, 0 ; In fpite of Nell or I-fabel IIIfollow my own

va-ga-ry, Q.

Straight fhe is and bonny, Q,
Sweet as fugar-candy, O,

Frefh and gay
As flow'rs in May,

And I'm her Jack-a-dandy, O ;
With my rigdum, jigdum, &c.
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Soon to church I'll bring her, O,
Where we'll wed together, O,

And, that done,
Then we'll have fun,

In fpite of wind or weather, O ;
With my rigdum, jigdum, &C»

SONG CLXXIIL

THE LASSES ARE MAD.

>25

The lajfes are mad, the archers are mad, In nimbly

footing the ground, Sir ; In merry Sherwood no foul

Jhall be fad, While harps with me-lody found, Sir. In

merry Sherwood no foulJhall befad, While harps with
1 rl~1 3 I T
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7ne-lo-dy found, Sir.
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We'll tipple till mad, then madly ling

Madrigals, catches, and glees, Sir;
Chaunt out, like mad, till the welkin ring,

Under the milletoe trees, Sir.
Chaunt out, 8tc.

We fight like mad when we fall on our foes,
Shoot arrows wing'd like the wind, Sir;

The fat fallow deer can't 'fcape our bows,
v Nor in fwiftnefs fafety find, Sir.

The fat, &c.

Then madly we'll ling, and madly we'll dance^
And madly all roar out, Sir,

^nd madly make our enemies prance,
If mad, to try about, Sir.

Ahd madly, &c.

Brave Scarlet is mad, flout Allen is mad.
And John's as mad as the belt, Sir ;

Maidens rnn mad, our hearts are glad,
Stark mad lhall be ev'ry gueft, Sir.

Maidens run, &c.

SONG CLXX1V.

LET's SEEK THE BOW'R.

Let'sJeek the. how'r of Robin Hood, This is his bri-

dal day, And cheerfully, in blithe Sherwood, bride-

1 "N

- \
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maids a?id bridemen play. Then follow, follow me, my

r-T-l

ÌiiÌlÈÌligilìiiI
bonny, bonny lads, And we'll the paflime fee; For the

mnijirelsJing, the fweet bells ring, udftd they

i i-iiE:
Bzfc:

right merrily, merrily ; feqft right mer-

■3S-
~ -0--I

rz/j', merrily.

The humming beer flows round in pails,
With mead that's flout and old,

And am'rous virgins tell love-tales,
To thaw the heart that's cold.

Then follow me, my bonny lads,
And we'll the paflime fee ;

For the minftrels fing ,

And the fweet bells ring,
And they feaft right merrily.

There, dancing fprightly on the green,
Each light foot lad and lafs,

Sly ftealing kifles when unfeen,
And gingling glafs with glafs.
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Then follow me, my bonny lads,

And we'll the paftime fee;
For the minftrels ling
And the fweet bells ring,

And they feaft right merrily*
,

SONG CLXXV.

MARGARITfA FIRST POSSEST.

Marga-rìì-ta firjl pojjejl, I remember my

breajl, With my row* dowj dow, dow, dow, derro.

Jloe-ey'd maid, With her tan ta ra ra ra-ro,

She to Katharine gave place,
Kate to Betfey's am'rous face,

With my row, &c.
Mary, then, and gentle Ann,
Both to reign at once began,

With their tan ta, &c.
3
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Jenny next, a tyrant fhe,
But Rebecca fet me free,

With my row, &c.
In a week from her I fled,
And took Judith in her ftead,

With her tan ta, &c.

She poflefs'd a wond'rous grace,
But Ihe wanted Sufan's face,

With my row, &c.
Ifabella's rolling eye
Eclips'd Sufan's prefently,

With her tan ta, &c.

Brown fkinn'd Befs I next obey'd,
Then lov'd Nanny, red hair'd maid

With my row, &c.
None cou'd bind me, I am free,
Yet love all the fair I fee,

With my tan ta, &c.
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SONG CLXXVI.

WHEN RUDDY AURORA.

-mmmm
When ruddy Au -ro-ra a - wakens the day, Atid

z'&rzx+^W--
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drops im-pearl the fweet flow-ers fo gay, Sound, found, ^
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my flout archers, found horns and a-way ; With

Siì
arrows,Jharp-pointed we go, With arrows,Jharp-point~

:r~:sr:

cd, we go. See Sol now a - ri - fes, in fplendor fo

bright, I 0 Prean, I 0 Peean, For Phoebus,

for Phcebus, who leads to de - light, Allglorious il-
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lumirìd, now rì-fes to fght; 'TÌs he, hoys, is god of

the bow, is god of the bow, is god of

the bow, of the bowN

now a - ri-fes, In fplendor how bright, '27r he, boys, is

If" p*— —J:J-~lw-Hsb—4 Li
god of the bow.

Frefh rofes we'll offer at Venus's fhrine,
Libations we'll pour to great Bacchus divine,
While mirth, love, and pleafure, in junction combine,

For archers, true fons of the fame.
For archers, &c.

Bid forrow adieu ; in foft numbers we'll fing;
Love and friendfhip, love and friendfhip,
Love, friendfhip, and beauty, fliall make the air ring,

T t ij
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Wiftiing health and fuccefs to our country and king,
Increafe to their honour and fame.

To their honour and fame,
To their honour and fame,
To their ho nour and fame.

Wifhing health and fuccefs to our country and king,
Increafe to their honour and fame.

SONG CLXXVIL

BOW, WOW, WOW.

I'llJing you a Jong, faith I'm finging it now

here, I don't mean t'afront eitherJviall or big bow

wow here: - The fubjell I've chofen it is the canine

race, To prove, like us, two-legg'd dogs they are a

very fine race. Bow, wow9 wow, Fal, lal, lal, ad-
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a
dij addiy Bow, wow9 wow.

Like you and I other dogs may be counted fad dogs;
And we won't drink water, fome might think us mad

dogs:
A courtier is a fpaniel, a citizen's a dull dog,
A foldier is a maftiff, a Tailor's a bull dog.

Bow, wow, &-c.

An old maid comes from church, the poor no lady kinder^
A lufty dog her footman, with prayer-book behind her:
A poor boy afks a farthing, and gets plenty of good

kicking;
But little Shock, her lap-dog, muft have a roafted

chicken.
Bow, wow, &c.

When filly dogs, for property, uncle, fon, and brother,
Grin and fnarl mighty gruff, and worry one another ;
Shou'd they a bit of equity from juftice beg the loan of,
That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries quick the

bone off.
Bow, wow, £tc.

A poet's a lank greyhound, for the public he runs game
down;

A critic is a cur that flrives to run his fame down;
And though he cannot follow where the noble fport in¬

vites him,
" He flyly fteals behind, and by the heel he bites him."

Bow, wow, &c.
" You've a choice pack of friends, while to feed 'em

4 4
you are able ;

" Your dog, for his morfel, crouches under your table;



As Dermot toìVd one fummeFs day, Young Shelah,

asfie fat bejide him, FairlyJlole his pipe away, Oh,

then, to hearfie did deride him. Where, poor Der-

you nothing but the drone, thafs yourfelf, you

noo - - die. Beam, bum, boodle, loodie, loodle, Beam.

/
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" Your friends turn tail in misfortune or difafter ;
" But your poor faithful dog will ne'er forfake his ma^

" fler."
Bow, wow, &c.

SONG CLXXVIII.
AS DERMOT TOIL'D.
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bum, boodle, loodle, /00. Poor Dermot''s pipe is lojl

ÌilÌiÌIflÈllptl
what will the poor devil do P

Fait now I am undone, and more, ,

Cried Dermot—Ah ! will you be eafy ?
Did you not ileal my heart before ?

Is it you have made a man run crazy ?
I've nothing left me now to moan ;

My lily lily loodle
That us'd to cheer me fo, is gone,

Ah ! Dermot, thou'rt a noodle.
Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loodle,
Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loo,

My heart, and pipe, and peace, are gone,
What next will cruel Shelah do ?

Then Shelah, hearing Dermot vex,
Cried, fait 'twas little Cupid mov'd me,

You fool, to ileal it out of tricks,
Only to fee how much you lov'd me,

Come cheer thee, Dermot, never moan,
But take your lily loodle;

And, for the heart of you that's gone,
You ihall have mine, you noodle.

Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loodle,
Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loo ;

Shelah's to church with Dermot gone ;
And, for the reil—what's that to you ?



X
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SONG CLXXIX.

THE SINE QUA NON.

Lord ! Lord ! without victuals and drink. We po-ets

muft give up eachJlrain \ It helps us, poor devils, to

:f|rsje=ri

think, And thrajh with more vigour our brain. With-

Igguip—zft:

j__B de
out victuals and drink, Lord! the world were un-

'done, 'Tis the foul of the world, 'tis the fine qua non.

'Lis the fine qua non, the fine qua non, The foul of

HHIIppiliiili
the world, 'tis the fine qua non.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

The foldier, 'midft battle's alarms,
Without it, could ill face his foe ;

So faint would he handle his arms,
And draw with fuch weaknefs his bow.

Without vidtuals, &c.

What would ladies and gentlemen do,
That fay fuch fine things to each other ?

They would never be able to coo;
They could never be father and mother.

Without vi&uals, &c.

Then hey for good vi&uals and drink!
Who is there that would not caroufe ?

Wherever he may be, I think
He's not to be found in this houfe#

Without victuals, &c.

Uu
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SONG CLXXX.

WHEN FIRST I BEGAN, SIR.

LA-J-LJ
When firjl I began, 5ir, to o -gle the la - dies, And

prattleJoft nothings, as a pretty fellow*s trade is ;

Whiljl with rapturous praifes I dwelt on ev'ry fea-ture,

If IJlole aJlykifs, 'twas, Fye, you wicked creature ;

lililiSiliiiipi
But foon, in tones lower, andfofter, andfweeter,

ilinplii'
Halfpleas'd they'dwhifper, Fye, fye,you wickedcreature.

Indeed my attradlions no gallantry needed;
Each ev'ning new conqueft to conquefts fucceeded ;
Perplex'd how fo many fond claims I fhou'd parry,
To fettle them all, I refolv'd, faith, to marry ;
And prefs'd lovely Laura, in language ilill fweeter,
Till, blulhing, die whifper'd, I'm yours, you wicked

creature. 3
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SONG CLXXXI.

TOL DE ROL LOL, SIR.

339

iplMjigpgip
In vain the ills of life affail; I never yet would

-3K-—~r-
'M'm iTZiZZLtZZ*--. mm. -I!
yield me; NorJhall their malice e'er prevail, Whilft

aciiibfci—mZJk P 1"1 a. a. §.X
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frolic mirth canJhield me. Like curs they fiarl, hut

pi|iipipiii=
dare not bite ; I heed them not at all, Sir \ But laugh

I r :it ;c.,
fli a// their roguijhfpite, AndJlillfmg tol de rol

-f-j"^ r I
Sir.

I ever feorn'd, with face of woe,
Broud dames to dangle after;

With fmiles I bent young Cupid's bow,
And tipt his fhafts with laughter :

U u ij
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Succefs {till mark'd each merry dart,
Black, fair, brown, Ihort, or tall, Sir ;

I conquered ev'ry female heart
With tol de rol de rol lol, Sir.

In fpite of Dons fo grave and wife,
'Till o'er old Styx I ferry,

I-always fhall moft highly prize
Whatever's blithe and merry.

May love and laughter ever be
Attendant on my call, Sir !

Here's, what I ever lov'd to fee,
A glafs to tol de rol lol, Sir !

SONG CLXXXII.

YOUNG ROGER THE PLOUGHMAN.

E5E5IE5-::m
S S—N-i=È m& € #

Young Roger the ploughman, who wanted a mate,

Went, along with his daddy, a-courting of Kate ; With

a nofegay fo large, in his ho-li-day clothes, His hands
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bajhful as bajhful coulcl be, And Kitty, poor girl,

mzx «X bajhful as be : So he bovfd, and heflared, a/z<i

/j/x hat fall, And he grinned, fcratclfd his head.

liii
yhzd nothing at all. And hegrinn'd, fcratcVd his

head, and faid nothing at all,
■

If aukward the fwain, no lefs aukward the maid;
She fimper'd and bluff'd, with her apron-firing play'd j
Till the old folks, impatient to have the thing done,
Agreed that young Roger and Kate fhou'd be one.
In filence the young ones both nodded affent,
Their hands being join'd, to be married they went;
Where they anfvver'd the parfon with voices fo finall,
You'd have fvvorn that they both had laid nothing at all.

But, mark what a change ! in the courfe of a week,
Kate quite left off bluffing, Rodge boldly cou'd fpeak,
Cou'd joke with his deary, laugh loud at the jell ;
She cou'd coax too, and fondle, as well as the bell;
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And, afham'd of pafl folly, they've often declar'd,
To encourage young folks who at courtfhip are fcar'd.
If at firft to your aid fome aflurance you'll call,
When qnce you are us'd to't, 'tis nothing at all,

SONG CLXXX1II.

WHEN UP TO LONDON.

Hip U2Z :ztzp:
>4-0—*0

When up td Londonfirft I came, An aukward country

IeÌÈÌIÌEMÌ
booby, Igap'd, andftar7d, and did the fame As ev7 ry

P-SÌE0 £

o - ther looby. With countenance demurely fet, I doff'd

my hat to all I met, With, Zir, your humble fervant;
-W-3&—

-*+-a ;S I

With, Zir, your humble fervant,.

I

m
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Alas! too foon I got a wife ;
And, proud of fuch a bleffing,

The joy and bufinefs of my life
Was killing and careffing \

'Twas " Charmer ! Sweeting! Duck and Dove l'p
And I, o'er head and ears in love,

Was Cupid's humble fervant.

She's gone, poor girl; and, in my cot.
With friend and bottle fmiling,

I'd envy not a higher lot,
The tedious hours beguiling.

If Care peeps in, I'm bufy then \
I nod, defire he'll call again,

And am his humble fervant.

Since life's a jell, as wife ones fay,
'Tis belt employ'd in laughing;

And, come what frowning cares there may.
My antidote is quaffing.

I'm ever jovial, gay, and free ;
Tor this is my philofophy ;

And fo, your humble fervant.
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SONG CLXXXIV.

YOU MUST, GOOD SIR, EXCUSE ME.

A fig for allyour whiningfluff; Finefpeechesfweet
•ST-:*- KTT*

'iWÈÈÈÈmà^r^
as honey ; Of love you can't give proof enough Unlefs

IT*-M f EhP nrFMF :ft— i—|fQL-l-A 1 V k UV-
you give your money. Were Iyour mifirefs,faith and

£fp£g
troth, Four av'ricefoon wou'd lofe me ; For compliments

are hut mere froth, Tou mujl, good Sir, excufe me.

Of all the arrows love can boaft,
The golden ones are bell, Sir ;

And he who boldly bids the moft
Can never be in jeft, Sir.

'Tis true that I make rather free;
But faith you ihan't refufe me:

So draw your purfe-ftrings now, d'ye fee,
Or elfe you mull excufe me.
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SONG CLXXXV.

LOW DOWN IN THE BROOM.

flppiiiiliilipp
My daddy is a canker'd carle, He'll nae twin wi'

eN=S@||=PIÌe^
his gear; My viinnyJhe's a Jcolding wife, Hads a' the

houfe a-Jleer ; But, let phem fay, or let them do, It's

bUM

m
a1 # ^ v For he's low down, he's in the broom,

That's waiting on me. Waiting on me, my love, He's

waiting on me ; For he's low down, he's in the broom,

* trfli r
That's waiting on

Xs
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My aunty Kate fits at her wheel,
And fair fhe lightlies me;

But weel ken I it's a' envy ;
For ne'er a jo has fhe.

But let them fay, &c.

My coufin Kate was fair beguil'd
Wi' Johnny i' the glen ;

And ay fince-fyne fhe cries, beware
Of falfe deluding men.

But let her fay, &■ c.

Glee'd Sandy he came wefl ae night,
And fpeer'd when I faw Pate ;

And ay fince-fyne the neighbours round
They jeer me air and late.

But let them fay, &.c.

SONG CLXXXVL

CONTENTED I AM.

Contented 1 am, and con-tent-ed Pll he ; Refolddf

in this life, to live happy andfree. With the cares

of this world Pm fcldom perplex*d ; Pm fometimes,
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un-ea -fy, but never am vex'd: So?ne higher, fome

lower, I own there may be; But there's more who

Ì=E|E^=ÌÈÌI§EÌÈÌEI!Ìeee?EE
live worfe than live better than me.

My life is a compound of freedom and eafe ;
I go where I will, and return when I pleafe ;
I live above envy, alfo above ftrife \
And wifh I had judgment to choofe a good wife :
I'm neither fo high nor fo low in degree,
But ambition and want are both ftrangers to me.

Did you know how delightful my gay hours do pafs,
With my bottle before me, embrac'd by my lafs \
I'm happy while with her, contented alone;
My wine is my kingdom ; my calk is my throne ;
My glafs is the fceptre by which I lliall reign;
And my whole privy council's a flalk of Champaign.
When money comes in, I live well till it's gone;
While I have it quite happy, contented with none.
If I lofe it at gaming, I think it but lent;
If I fpend it*genteelly, I'm always content:
Thus in mirth and good humour my gay hours do pafs,
And on Saturday's night I am juft as I was.

Xxij



48 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG CLXXXVII.

BRIGHT PHOEBUS.

H&lipi
Bright Phoebus has mounted the chariot of day, And

jg^gP^igjip
the horns and the hounds call each fportfrnan a - way ;

—-—p>

And the horns and the hounds call each fportfrnan away.

4

Thro' woods and thro' meadows, itòZ? fpeed, /zgw

bound, While health, ro-fy health, is z/z - er-cife

zfiiz:

found; Thro\ woods and thro' meadows, with fpeed, now

—*

i=E r=:t|
zrfcttztt:

& f-:

they bound, While health, health, is in ex-er-cife



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. 349

found. Hark away ! Hark away ! Hark away is

the word to the fowid of the horn

And e - cho, and

E2:-ft--}trf;d=Ellt±it t 4-I-» —• ■»

•j"'
e - cho, And e - cho, blithe e - cho, makes jo-

vial the morn.

Each hill and each valley is lovely to view,
While Pufs flies the covert, and dogs quick purfue.
Behold where Hie flies o'er the wide-fpreading plain!
While the loud op'ning pack purfue her amain.

Hark away, &c.

At length Pufs is caught, and lies panting for breath,
And the fliout of the huntfman's the fignal of death.
No joys can delight like the fports of the field ;
To hunting all paftimes and pleafures muft yield.

Hark away, &c.
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SONG CLXXXVIII.

THE TOBACCO-BOX : A Dialogue.

Thomas.
... _

h— ÌZTÌNf t:
€ J-J,t_. ti!Eziz_ E&dE

Tho' the fate of battle on to-mor - row wait,

Let's not lofe our prattle, «oxu, my charm-ing Kate.

'27// the hour ofglory, loveJhou'd now take place ;

Nor damp the joys before you with a fu - - ture cafe.

Oh, my Thomas, ftill be conftant, ftill be true!
Be but to your Kate as Kate is ftill to you;
Glory will attend you, ftill will make us bleft;
With my firmeft love, my dear, you're ftill pofteft.

Tho. No new beauties tailed, I'm their arts above ;
Three campaigns are wafted, but not fo my love >
Anxious ftill about thee, thou art all I prize ;
Never, Kate, without thee, wrill I bung thefe eyes.
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Kate. Conftant to my Thomas I will ftill remain,
Nor think I will leave thy fide the whole campaign;
But I'll cherifh thee, and ftrive to make thee bold :
May'ft thou fhare the vi&'ry ! may'ft thou fiiaie

the gold !

Tho. If, by fome bold atftion, I the halbert bear,
Think what fatisfatftion, when my rank you fhare.
Drefs'd like any lady-Fair from top to toe ;
line lac'd caps and ruffles then will be your due.

Kate. If a fergeant's lady I Ihou'd chance to prove,
Linen fhall be ready always for my love ;
Never more will Kate the captain's laundrefs be ;
I'm too pretty, Thomas, love, for all but thee.

Tho. Here, Kate, take my 'bacco-box, a foldier's all;
Ifby Frenchmens blows yourTomis doom'd to fall,
When my life is ended, thou may'ft boaft and prove,
Thou'd'ft my firll, my laft, my only, pledge of love.

Kate. Here, take back thy 'bacco-box, thou'rt all to me;
Nor think but I will be near thee, love, to fee ;
In the hour of danger let me always fhare ;
I'll'be kept no ftranger to my foldier's fare.

Tho. Check that riling figh, Kate, ftop that falling tear;
Come, my pretty comrade, entertain no fear;
But, may Heav'n befriend us ! Hark! the drums

command :

Now I will attend you. Love, t kifs your hand.

Kate.*l can't ftop thefe tears, tho' crying I difdain;
But muft own 'tis trying hard the point to gain:
May good Heav'ns defend thee! Conqueft on thee

wait!
One kifs more, and then I give thee up to fate.

* Both repeat this verfe, only Thomas fays, {^ìd myfdf
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SONG CLXXXIX.

THE MAID THAT TENDS THE GOATS.
Slow.

Up amang yon cliffy rocks, Sweetly rings the rifing

echo, To the maid that 'tends the goats, Lilting o'er

her native notes. Hark!fieJings, " Young Sandy's

kind, Art he's promised ay to lo'e me ; Here's a hrotch,

/ ne'erfiall tin'd Till "he's fairly marry'd to me.

Drive away, ye drone, Time, An' bring about our bri-

iiiiiiHiiiHiiH
dal day.
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Sandy herds a flock o' fheep ;
Af'en does he blaw the whittle
In a ftrain fae faftly fweet,
Lammies, lift'ning, dare nae bleat.
He's as fleet's the mountain roe,
Hardy as the highland heather,
Wading thro' the winter fhow,
Keeping ay his flock together.
But a plaid, wi' bare houghs,
He braves the bleakeft norlin blaft.

353

Brawly he can dance and ling
Canty glee or highland cronach j
Nane can ever match his fling
At a reel, or round a ring.
Wightly can he wield a rung;
In a brawl he's ay the bangfter;
A' his praife can ne'er be fung
By the langeft winded fangfter.
Sangs that ling o' Sandy
Come fliort, tho' they were e'er fae lang."

Yy
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SONG CXC.

ALL AMONGST THE LEAVES SO GREEN, O.

!iI*§PPPPP£PP=PP
In the forejl, here, hard by, A bold robber late

^pg=P^lp§pgiE
was I; With my blunderbufs in hand, When I bid a

m Ièè!=ì=è!$=pz=£-h- ^

travelerJland, Zounds J deliver up your cajh, Or your

1

noddle I/hallJlaJh, All amongJl the leaves fo green,

O. Damme, Sir, IfyouJlir, Sluice your veins, Blow

your brains, Hey down, ho down, Derry, derry, down,

All amongjl the leaves fo green, 0
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Soon I'll quit the roving trade
When a gentleman I'm made ;
Then, fo fpruce £1)4 debonnaire,
Gad ! I'll court a lady fair.
How I'll prattle, tattle, chat,
How I'll kifs her, and all that,
All among!! the leaves fo green, Q?

How d'ye do ?
How are you ?
Why fo coy ?
Let us toy;

Hey down, ho down,
Derry, derry, down,

All among!! the leaves fo green, (X

But, ere old and grey my pate,
I'll fcrape up a fnug eilate ;
With my nimblenefs of thumbs
I'll foon butter all my crumbs;
When I'm juftice of the peace,
Then I'll maftev many a leafe,
All among!! the leaves fo green, O.

Wig profound,
Belly round,
Sit at eafe,
Snatch the fees,

Hey down, ho down,
Derry, derry, down,

All among!! the leaves fo green, O.
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SONG CXCI.

WIDDLE WADDLE.

@sii*impeThe Prado I re-fort-ed, That brilliant place, That

h-

m=pppii^gfgibrilliantplace; This comely pe?fon J"ported, All drejl

in lacer All drejl in lace. ' Twas cill about 'report-

§=i^ippPi^=§i=i
edy And no difgrace, no difgrace, Tiftd* ancient

pill
maid I courted LTAd this pretty face, 57?zV pretty

li
face.
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When firft my perfon blefs'd her,

Sir, what d'ye want ?
Sir, what d'ye want ?

And, when I'd have carefs'd her,
Indeed you (han't.
Indeed you (han't.

So cunning I addrefs'd her,
With figh and pant,
With (igh and pant,

That foon I kifs'd and prefs'd her,
I'm fo gallant,
I'm fo gallant.

My fair in wit fo arch is,
I'm her dawdle,
I'm her dawdle ;

My very foul fhe fearches.
Shakes her noddle,
Shakes her noddle ;

My heart with love (he parches,
My blood does coddle,
My blood does coddle ;

And like a duck (he marches,
Widdle, waddle,
Widdle, waddle.
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SONG CXCII.

ROW DE DOW, DOW.

How happy the foldier who lives on his pay, And

-S£

fpends half a crown out ofjixpence a-day ; Tet fears

neither jujlices, warrants, or hums, But pays all his

debts with the roll qf his drums. With row de dow,

row de dow, row de dow, dow ; And he pays all his

i I#

debts with the roll of his drums.

He cares not a marvedy how the world goes;
His king finds him quarters, and money, and clpthes;
He laughs at all forrow whenever it comes,
And rattles away with the roll of his drums.

With a row de dow, &c.
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The drum is his glory, his joy and delight,
It leads him to pleafure as well as to fight;
No girl, when file hears it, tho' ever fo glum,
But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum.

With a row de dow, &-c.

SONG CXCIIL

DREARY DUN.

A majier I have, and I am his man, Galloping

dreary dun ; A majier I have9 and I am his man,

gaily, gamboraily, giggling, niggling, galloping gallo¬

way, draggle tail dreary dun.
3
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I faddled his Heed fo fine and fo gay,

Galloping dreary dun;
I mounted my mule and we rode away,

With his haily, &c.
1

We canter'd along until it grew dark,
Galloping dreary dun;

The nightingale fung inftead of the lark,
With his haily, &c.

We met with a friar, and alk'd him our way,
Galloping dreary dun ;

By the Lord ! fays the friar, you're both gone aftray,
With your haily, &c.

Our journey, I fear, will do us no good,
Galloping dreary dun ;

We wander alone, like the baj)es in the wood,
With our haily, &c.

My matter is fighting, and I'll take a peep,
Galloping dreary dun;

But now I think better, I'd better go fleep,
With my haily, &c.

SONG CXCIV.

KISS THE COLD WINTER AWAY.
——- & f~\r rRp._E—'£-iL4t ft."" b- ^—

?• ÀU—
Hey fora lafs anda bottle to cheer, And a thump-
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to cheer, a thumping bantling every year. With

Jkin as white as fnow9 And hair as brown as a
t

( „ t \

berry ; With eyes as black as aJloe9 And lips as

red as a cherry. WithJkin as white as Jnow, And

p. __c.

hair as brown as a berry ; With eyes as black as a

Jloe, And lips as red as a cherry. Sing roufy, toufy9

rantum, fcantum? Laugh and lie down is the play :

We'll cuddle together,To keep out the weather, And
Zz
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liiillliiilllpip
the cold winter away ; Kifs, the cold winter

illliliilpliiliilil
away, Kifs, kifs the cold winter away.

Laugh while you live ;
For, as life is a jell,

Who laughs the moll
Is fure to live bell.

When I was not fo old
I frolick'd among the mifles;

And, when they thought me too bold,
I Itopp'd their mouths with kifleso

Sing rory, tory, &c.

SONG GXCV.

LIKE MY DEAR SWAIN.

sfera i =HÈ ^ÌÌSI: p1

zzzz±zHzfl:
Like my dear fwain no youthfee, So blithe,

fo gay, fo full of glee ; In all our village, who hut

piiiiUllllilliiiii
he Could foot it up fo featly P His lute to hear,
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¥3=1 :FE-rr-Fl
from far ancl ne

br=
'ar,
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Each female ca

■■s^s&à

18 --itJfc Z*~
me, both girl and

izT±fsF-l=-
da*

-94-

•?J-S
me; Ai

S> +

id all I

~P~f

his boon for ev'ry tune, To kifs *em
^-1-8 x

5= ? *
1

round fo fiveetly.

While round him, in the jocurid ring,
I've nimbly danc'd, he'd play or ling ;
Of May the youth was chofen king,

He caught our ears fo nèàtly:
Such mufic rare in his guitar,
But touch his flute the crowd was mutè ;
His only boon for ev'ry tune,

To kifs 'em round fo fweetly.

.i

Z, x ij

'A V
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SONG CXCVI.

WHEN BROTHER BOBBY.

Pii—J fefl \T~jr
1—Xlei—t~*t—j-jy I—J i- P—

When brother Bobby came jirjl to town, By all be

was calVd a country clown ; But now, to be Jure,

he is altered quite, He can do any thing but read

and write: Both hyperbole and co?nmon-place, And

that fort of thimg he fpeaks with grace ; He bows and

► 1* 9- —.3E AlJ J Znk. 1^h_ "1
]

-j Hi
.

JW r'f" £—
Jlruts with modijh fwing, And the ladies cry, Lord ! •

he^s quite the thing. He is neat the thing, and complete
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thething, And the ladies ct yheis quite the thing ;

illlilipiillgii
He bows andJlruts with modijh fwing, And the ladies

3F=p—- —4—41 —=—
* —p-—a 44i I—-—

cry, he is quite the thing.

Then why lliou'd Bobby call me a fool,
When I learn'd to write at Launce'ton* fchool ?
Lord Sparkle does my learning praife,
And, when I dance, with rapture gaze.
Both hyperbole and common-place,
I, too, will lifp with modern grace ;
And all the town fhall henceforth ring
With—Mifs Pendragon is quite the thing.

She's neat the thing, and complete the thing,
And Mifs Pendragon is quite the thing;
And all the town fhall henceforth ring
With Mifs Pendragon is quite the thing.

* Launcefton, a town in Cornwall.
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SONG CXCVII.

THO' LEIXLIP IS PROUD.

Itsgroves of fine myrtle, its beds of flowers,

Its lads fo well drefsrd,and its neat pretty maids:

As each his own village willJlill make the mofl of,

In praife of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong,
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Bear Carton, containing what kingdoms may boaji of.\

11
9T

t'

is N

*—

rorah, dear Nor

£i3Ì3 3

ah, the

s - *-

Ì=£Ì=yp
theme of my fong. Bear

—J—j—-: 1: 1 --t-b1 —~
i jf-M2=

Carton, containing what kingdoms may hoaji of 'Tis

liFplliiiliil
Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my fong.

Be gentlemen fine, with their fpurs and nice boots on,
Their horfes to ftart on the Curragh of Kildare ;

Or dance at a ball, with their Sunday new fuits on,
Lac'd waiftcoat, white gloves, and their nice powder'd

hair:
Poor Pat, while fo blefi: in his mean humble fiation,

For gold, or for acres, he never fhall long;
One fweet fmile can give him the wealth of a nation

From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my fong.
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SONG CXCVIII.
. ■ • t ' ■

AULD ROBIN GRAY". Scots Air.

fliOilgiigliifip
When theJheep are in the fauld, and the ky at

hame, And a1 the warld to Jleep are gane, The

:zktxzz azz:

waes 0' my heartfa' inJJjow'rs frae my eye, When

my gudeman lies found by me.

New Set oe AULD ROBIN GRAY.

-M'

w-—*-

m-

Toung Jamie lorfd me weel, and aJiZd me for his

ÈiMIggspgfeI
bride ; But, fa - ving a crown, he had naething elfe
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:w:T:rz:\

be-fde: To make the crown a pound my Jamie gae'd

'MZ

to fea ; A?id the crown and the, pound were haith

for me. He had nae been gatie but a year and a

day When my fa-ther brak his arm and our cow

wasJloun a - way ; My mitherJhe fellfick and

Jamie at the fea ; And auld Robin Gray came a-

court-ing to me.

ÌH

My father cou'dna work ; my mither cou'dna fpin ;
I toil'd day and night; but their bread I cou'dna win.:

3 A
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Auld Rob maintain'd them baith ; and, wi' tears in his

e'e,
Said, Jenny, for their fakes, O marry me!
My heart it faid, Na ; and I look'd for Jamie back :
But the wind it blew hard, and the fiiip it was a wrack >

The fhip it was a wrack—why didna Jenny dee:
0 why was fiie fpar'd to cry, Wae's me ?

My father urg'd me fair; my mither didna fpeak ;
But fhe looked in my face till my heart was like to break:
Sae I gae him my hand, but my heart was i' the fea;
And auld Robin Gray was gudeman to me.
1 hadna been a wife a week but only four,
When, fitting fae mournfully ae night at the door,
I faw my Jamie's wraith, for I cou'dna think it he,
Till he faid, I'm come hame, love, to marry thee.

0 fair did we greet, and little did w7e fay ;
We took but ae kifs, and we tore ourfelves away.
1 wifii that I were dead; but I'm no like to dee:
How lang fnall I live to cry, O wae's me ?
I gang like a ghaift, and I downa think to fpin ;
I darena think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a fin;
But I'll e'en do my belt a gude wife to be ;
For auld Robin Gray is ay kind to me.

SONG CXCIX.

THE DEATH OF AULD ROBIN GRAY.
Largo.

The fummer was fmiling, all nature round look'd

gay, When Jenny was attending on auld Robin Gray:

—N
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iigiiiilpiiilll
For he wasJick at heart, and had naefriend bejide,

0

But only me, poor Jenny, who newly was his bride.

liiliii
Ah, Jenny, IJhalldee, he cry'd, as Jure as I had birth!

gV-fe
Then fee my poor auld banes, pray, laid in the earth;

And be a widow for my fake a twelvemonth and a

day, And Fll leave you whatever belongs to auld Ro-

mm
bin Gray.

3 A ij
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I laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as I could,
And ftied a tear upon his grave ; for he was very good.
I took my rock all in my hand, and in my cot 1 figh'd,
0 wae's me ! what Ihall I do fince poor auld Robin dy'd ?
Search ev'ry part throughout the land there's nane like

me forlorn,
I'm ready e'en to ban the day that ever I was born ;
For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth, ah.' he is gone away,
My father's dead, my mother's dead, and eke auld Rot

bin Gray.

1 rofe up with the morning fun, and fpun till fetting day,
And one whole year of widowhood I mourn'd for Robin

. Gray;
I did the duty of a wife both kind and conftant too ;
Let ev'ry one example take, and Jenny's plan purfue.
I thought that Jamie he was dead, or he to me was loft,
And all my fond and youthful love entirely was crofs'd;
I try"d to ling, I try'd to laugh, and pafs the time away;
For I had ne'er a friend alive fince dy'd auld Robin Gray.
* At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'dna guefs

the caufe ;
But Rodney was the man, they faid, who gain'd fo much

applaufe.
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me
And fliow'd a purfe of golden ore, and faid it is for thee.
Auld Robin Gray, I find, is dead, and ftill your heart

is true;
Then take me, Jenny, to your arms, and I will be fo too ;
Mefs Tohn fliall join us at the kirk, and we'll be blithe

and gay,
1 blufii'd, confented, and reply'd, adieu to Robin Gray,

* This verfe to be lung quick.
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SONG CC.

LOCK'D IN MY CHEST.

lilipiiliiiiiiipii
Locked in my chejl I've fif-ty pound, With four good

acres of mea~dow ground ; For your bonny black

iliilipliiiilil
eye, fweet Lauretta, Ifigh; Marry me, my fweet lafs9

you'll in plenty abound.

I've two pack-horfes, a jack-afs, and fow,
A barrow, a harrow, fpade, flail, cart, and plough,
Ducks, turkies, geefe, hens, fourteen fheep in my pens,
Heifer, calf, cat, and goat, and a fine milch-cow.

A kettle of brafs, and a pot to flew,
A wafhing-tub, and a vat to brew,
A warming-pan bright, and a dog barks by night ;
Say, will you marry me ? and I'll marry you.

( \
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SONG CCI.

I PREFER A FLOWING BOWL.

iiillilfiiiiiii
Let the Sultan's wanton care Thoufands of the fex

prepare ; Gentle, pretty, frifking lajfes, Toung and

handfome as the Graces; Let him kifs 'em one and all,

What then P what then P this concerns not me at all;

§liiiiglfigiip|p
For, like ev'ry thirjly foul, Iprefer a flowing bowl.

Chorus.

È=iÌiÌÌg§=Ì3Ì§1§§Ì§
Iprefer a flowing bowl. For, like ev'ry thirfly foul,

Iprefer a flowing bowl, Iprefer a flowing bowl.

*
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Let the noble duke or peer
Sell his thoufand pounds a-year ;
Let him quit his grafs and Hubble,
He'll foon find that life's a bubble

Let him rife, or let him fall,
What then, &c.

Let the valiant foldier go
Seeking dangers to and fro ;
Let him, when the trumpets rattle,
Brave the foremolt of the battle.

Honour fears nor fword nor ball.
What then, &c.
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TO THE GREENWOOD GANG WI' ME.

To J'peermy love, wi1glances fair, The wood-

tr.

land lad-die came; He vow'd he wou'd he ay

Jincere, And thus he /pake his flame: The morii

is blithe, my bon-ny fair, As blithe as blithe can

r-~p — — l!
———
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^

be; To the green wood gang, my laffy dear, To

the green wood gang wV me. Gang wV me,



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. 377

gang wiy me, To the green wood gang, my lajjy

liptgMiiiliii!
dear, To the green wood gang wi' me.

T}ie lad wi' love was fo opprefs'd
I wad na fay him nay ;

My lips he kifs'd, my hand he prefs'd,
While tripping o'er the brae:

Dear lad, I cry'd, thou'rt trig and fair,
And blithe as blithe can be;

To the green wood gang, my laddie dear,
To the green wood gang wi' me.

The bridal day is come to pafs,
Sic joy was never feen ;

Now I am call'd the woodland lafs,
The woodland laddie's queen :

I blefs the morn fo frefli and fair
I told my mind fo free,

To the green wood gang, my laddie dear*
To the green wood gang wi' me.

/

3 B
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SONG CCIII.

THE BRITISH LION IS MY SIGN.,

mm
The Britijh li - on is myJlgn, A roaring trade I

drive on ; Right Engliffj u - fage, neat French wine.9

IÈÌÌE^ÌE|ÌEÌEE=:-|
A landla - dy mufi thrive on. At table d'hottè to eat

inipiiiiipiim
and drink, Let French and Englijh mingle; And while

—f-— £ 1 ì ^to N il~to~
(—»i

r— ÈE=!h—-• —ato=tobi—

_ iiisigpppgp
jingle. -Tour rhino rattle, Come men and cattle,

fl// /0 Mijlrefs Cafey ; Of trouble and money, Afy
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iipilpiiipiia
jewel, honeyy I warrant I'll make you all eafy.
When drefs'd and feated in my bar,

Let fquire or beau or belle come ;
Let captains kifs me, if they dare,

'Tis^ Sir, you're kindly welcome !
On fliuffle, cog, and flip, I wink,

Let rooks and pigeons mingle;
And if to me they bring the chink.

Faith, let the glafles jingle.
Rhino rattle, &c.

Let love fly here on fllken wings,
His tricks I Hill connive at \

The lover who would fay foft things
Shall have a room in private.

On pleafure I am pleas'd to wink,
So lips in kifles mingle ;

For while to me they bring the chink,
Faith, let the glafles jingle.

Your rhino rattle, &c.

3 B ij
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SONG CCIV.

THE FROLICKSOME FELLOW.

'mSZ
LRz

In London my life is a ring of delight; In frolics

^pppiipÈ
I keep up the day and the night; Ifnooze at the

Hummums till twelve, perhaps later j I rattle the bell,

and I roar Up the waiter : Tour Honour, fays he, and

he tips me a leg ; He brings me ^'my tea ; but Ifwal-
-m—r

low an egg : For tea in a morning1s a flop I renounce;

So I down with a glafs of the right cherry bounce,
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With Jwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting,
-3*

act::qs=!t=z=£=fc ^^ m
JlaJhing, ftnajhing, fmucking, cracking, rumbling,

tumbling, laughing, quaffing, fmoaking, joking, fwag-

Mipllilliiiiig
goring, JlaggJring: So thoughtlefs, Jo knowing, fo

M—=■--2T

green, and fo mellow ; This, this is the life of a frolick-

Epgi
fome fellow.

My phaeton I mount, and the plebs they all flare;
I handle my reins, and my elbows I fquare;
My ponies fo plump and as white as a lilly,
Through Pali-Mall I fpank it, and up Piccadilly;
Till, lofing a wheel, egad ! down come I fmack,
So at Knightfbridge I throw myfelf into a hack ;
At Tatterfal's fling a leg over my nag ;
Thus vifit for dinner, then drefs in a bag.

With fwearing, &c.
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I roll round the garden, and call at the Rofe ;
And then at both playhoufes pop in my nofe:
I lounge in the lobby, laugh, fwear, Hide, and fwaggef,
Talk loud, take my money, and out again ftagger :
I meet at the Shakefpear a good-natur'd foul ;
Then down to our club at St James's I roll:
The joys of the night are a thoufand at play ;
And thus at the finifh begin the next day.

With fwearing, &c.

SONG CCV.

NO HURRY I'M IN TO BE MARRY'D.

——k_

-Sìjì-i—
No hurry Pm in to he marry*d': But if it's the

mmwmmmmw-
will of my brother, Pd much ratherJlay ; But, finee

iplpiiiliiii
in the way, I as well may pave you as another.

Pd much ratherJlay ; Tet,fmce in the way, I as

\
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well may have you as another.

A ftrange cuftom this to be marry'd,
Tho' foliow'd by father and mother,

The grave and the gay ;
But, fince in the way,

I as well may have you as another.
A prude", tho' fiie long to be marry'd,
Endeavours her wilhes to fmother.

I'd give you her nay;
But, fince in the way,

I as well may have you as another.
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SONG CCVI.

KILKENNY IS A HANDSOME PLACE.

Kil-ken - ny is a handfome place As a -ny town

MSilipÌElìiilÌ
in Shamrockjhire; Therejìrjl IJaw my Jemmy's face,

Slower.

liipIllllilMi
There Jemmyfirjl beheld his dear. My love he

Laft verfe ad libitum.

was a bajhful boy, And I aJimple girl to fee ;

Allegro.

i" Jemmy's only joy, And Jemmy was the

ladfor me. 2V/ I was Jemmy's only joy, And Jemmy

X



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS. 385

was the ladfor me.

But Dublin city bore the bell,
In flreets, and fquares, and houfes fine ;

Oh, here young Dick his love cou'd tell,
And there I told young Dicky miile :

For Dick he was a roving blade,
And I was hearty, bold, and free }

He lov'd, and I his love repaid ;
Then Dicky was the lad for me.

When Dover ftrand my happy lot,
And William there my love did crown,

¥oùng Dick and Jemmy I forgot,
Kilkenny fair, and Dublin town :

For William was a gentle youth,
Too bafhful nor too bold was he;

He faid he lov'd, and told me truth,
And William was the lad for me.



386 CALLIOPE : OR THE
... \ .s , ■

SONG CCVII.

TOL, LOL, DE ROL, LOL.

ZSl=ilplliplpii=il
Tol, lol, de rol, lol, My tolly, my tol, With me

when you canter to Wales: For petticoat white, Buff

iTSpfliiifcli
breeches Jo tight, Away go needles and flails. Toung

Taffy throws by hur wheels ; Then Winney kicks up

her heels ; With follow, and halloo, and waddle,

illSiilipHigi
andflraddle, So merry to fee us come. Toung Taffy

**-»—r~3F—F—F—

throws by hur wheels; Then Winney kicks up her heels;
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ÌÌgpfippÈliiili!
With fiddle, and diddle, and giggle, and niggle,

iinpliiiiliiilli
z/x zz welcome home.

The joy fo great,
So noble we treat,

An oxen is roalled whole!
And tho' on the lawn
The fpiggot is drawn

For punch, you may fwim in the bowl,
We give the ladies a ball,
We foot it away in the hall,

With follow, &-c.

Mils Howel fo nice,
And Lady ap Rice,

And coufin Sir Evan ap Lloyd ;
Parfon Montgomery,
Counfellor Flummery,

Ap Morgan, ap Williams, ap Floyd ;
O, when the flocking is thrown,
And lovee and I alone,

Then follow, &c.

/
3C ij
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SONG CCVIII.

THE HIGH-METTLED RACER.

See the courfe throng*d with gazers, the /ports are

begun ; "The con - fit-/ton, but hear, I bet you, Sir !

Sgfczij
Z—' I 1I" - 1a...Ba

i

EZjr~ izzzzq:s
waej

EzJL-lr _ —-jEZjE=lE=:*: -3

Done ! done ! Ten thou/andJlrange murmurs refound

§§1 È 1— — i—i"3qJL:
—z —

IB — |pigins1 z
:zc 1 La 115"® y1 :z31 i=i§E=E

far and near, Lords, hawkers, and jockies, a/fail the

ì"ÌTl :

1E3F=
--Ì =1pZZ —d~:3 —3

tiPd ear ; Lords, hawkers, and jockies, a/fail the tiPd

|ÈiJ 1
i Z* RF9nr:~::E3EEÌHH111 «W |:::azziEd:

ear. While, with neck like a rainbow, ereEling

his crejl, Pampered, prancing, and pleased, his head
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§s=igpi=ts
touching his breajl; Scarcely fnuff- ing the air, he's

Jo proud and e -late, The high-mettled ra - cer

firjlJlarts for the plate; The high-mettled ra - cery

The high-mettled racer, firjlJlarts for theplate.

Grown aged, us'd up, and turn'd out of the dud,
Lame, fpavin'd, and wind-gall'd ; but yet with fome

' blood:
While knowing poftilions his pedigree trace,
Tell his dam won this fweep, his fire that race ;
And what matches he won to the hoftlers count o'er,
As they loiter their time at fome hedge alehoufe door;
While the har'nefs fore galls, and the Ipurs his fides goad,
The high-mettled racer's a hack on the road.

Till at laft, having labour'd, drudg'd early and late,
Bow'd down by degrees he bends on to his fate;
Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill,
Or draws fand till the fand of his hour-glafs Hands ftill:
And now cold and lifelefs, expos'd to the view
In the very fame cart which he yefterday drew;
While a pitying crowd his fad relics furrounds,
The high-mettled racer is fold for the hounds.

r
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SONG CCIX.

JACK RATLIN WAS THE ABLEST SEAMAN.

-hH t~fzf rf[fB=SiE5E:i:E©iiE-Ì-Jp ^ at.tfc=| ti
Jack Ratlin was the ablejl hi one like

ufl-i

him could hand, reef aridfleer : No dangerous toil

lirjzzrziriiraz-rz^zr."*—n-*—

but he'd encounter with Jkill and in contempt of

|!1 pE=]È=2 ^-5Ejz0=^—ij
J

5* rH ala HpM#!• ^ i |=|
fear. In fight a li - on; the battle end - ed9 Meek as

mipililpilliiliiii
the bleating lamb he'd prove: Thus Jack had manners9

courage, me - - rit, Tet did he flgh9 and all for

I
love.
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The fong, the jeft, the flowing liquor,

For none of thefe had Jack's regard :
He, while his meflmates were carouflng,

High fitting on the pendant yard,
Wou'd think upon his fair one's beauties,

Swore never from fuch charms to rove;
That truly he'd adore them living,

And dying figh—to end his love.

The fame exprefs the crew commanded
Once more to view their native land,

Amongft the reft, brought Jack fome tidings,
Wou'd it had been his love's fair hand 1

Oh fate ! her death defac'd the letter ;
Inftant his pulfe forgot to move ;

With quiv'ring lips, and eyes uplifted,
He heav'd a figh—and dy'd for love.

\
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SONG CCX.

TWIGGLE AND A FRIZ.

mmwmmmm
London town is jujl like a barber'sJhop ; But, by

is
the Lord Harry, 'tis wonderous big ! There the painted

doll, and the powder'd fop, And many a blockhead

wears a wig. And I tickled each phiz With a twig-

1ÌÌ=IIÌ!ÌÈN=£§ÌI
gle and a friz; With a twiggle, twiggle, twiggle, and

a frizzle, With a twiggle, twiggle, twiggle, And

mmÈmmmmm
a frizzle, frizzle, frizzle: Aìid I tickled each phiz

i
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With a twiggle and a friz.

A captain of horfe I went for to fhave;
O, damme ! fays he, with a martial frown ;

I pois'd my razor like a barber brave ;
I took him by the nofe; but he knock'd me down*

But I tickled, &c.
I >

_ " I. ■
I next went to drefs up a fine gallant mifs;

Down the lady fits and her bofom bares;
Cupid or the devil made me feize a kifs ;

But ere my iron cool'd I was kick'd down Hairs.
But I tickled, &-c.

I went to drefs a lawyer, O rare fport!
Who had a falfe oath that day for to fwear.

By my Ikill fore trouble I fpar'd the court;
For my iron burnt Six-and-eight-pence's ear.

So I tickled, &lc.

I went for to drefs up an old maid's hair,
WrinkPd and bald as a fcalded pig ;

As fhe led the dance down with a fwimrning ait,
The poor old lady dropp'd her wig.

So I tickled, &Co

3D
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SONG CCXI.

WHAT CARE I FOR WHOM SHE BE?
■Allegretto.

Shall 1} wafting in defpair, Die becaufe a woman's

fair P Shall my cheeks look ^pale with care, 'Caufe ano-

ther's rofy areP Shall my cheeks look pale with care,

'Caufe a-nother's ro-fy areP 'Caufe a-nother's ro-fy

are P BeJhe fairer than the day9 Or the flow'ry

I
meads in May ; Tety ifftse think not well of me, What

care I how fairjhe be P BeJhe fairer than the day,



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS.

Or the flowery meads in May ; Tet, ifJhe think not

'well of me> What care I how fairJhe he P What care

IP What care IP What care I how fair JJje he P

But iffie think not well of mey What care I how

fairJhe he P What care I how fairJlje be P
Shall a woman's goodnefs move
Me to perifh for her love ?
Or, her worthy merits known,
Make me quite forget my own ?
Be die with that goodnefs bled
As may merit name the belt;
Yet if Ihe be not fuch to me,
What care I how good die be ?

Be die good, or kind, or fair,
I will never more defpair ;

3 D ij



CALLIOPE : OR THE

If fhe love me, this believe,
I will die 'ere fhe Hi all grieve
If fhe flight me when I woo,
I will fcorn and let her go.
So if fhe be not fit for me,
What care I for whom fhe be ?

-4.4-.4»4-«»4-4-4'4»<^>">*-

SONG CCXII.

THE FAITHFUL LOVER

1=33
I ~\JL.

Alas, my heart! a-las, my heart! On Anna

cold my love is placed: For her I Jigh, I burn, I

die, A flame foJlrong nought can deface it. For

Anna fair is all my care ; For her Fd range the

— —j—

SeSe
world o - ver, If fhe, inclined, woiCd prove more
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kind, And pi - -ty me, herfaithful lover.

My friend and pot I've quite forgot,
My drefs, nay more, my golden treafure ;

With hands o'erlaid I walk the Iha^e ;
In folitude is all my treafure.

Chor. For Anna fair, &c.

Her lhape fo neat, in all complete,
And lover, fure, die ne'er had truer;

Since love her heart with pangs can't fmart,
Let gratitude at lad fubdue her.

Chor. For Anna fair, &c.

What tho' I've rang'd, and mind oft chang'ds
And many a dazzling beauty prais'd ;

Now nought my love from her can move,
'Tis here, and ne'er can be eras'd.

Chor. For Anna fair, &c.

I
I

v H
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SONG CCXIII.

BAGATELLE'S SO CLEVER.

s—s

%
Ah, via chere, My pretty dear ! Ma charmante

i
Mifs Norah; Oh, Fllfigh and prefs her, I vill ever

hlefs her, Cuddle and carefs her, TillJhe cry en-co-ra ;

—S—-N—N Ki

mm m—

Spite of the fate, She is my mate, Nous danferons
-x t I—IT—K—P P—Ì*-K

to -ge-dre ; Ve can never tire, Frenchman is all

-m—(*»—S-r-

fire ! 0 Bagatelle's fo cle - ver! How le heaumonde

ipfttSlfS
vill flare ! Pour voir de happy pair ! Promenez,
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Jì ne-gligee, Like de Utile turtle dove j Always bill¬

ing, cooing, Zf/fe two pujfeys mewing, Purring out

iligpiiiifigggil
dere tale of love. 0 dear me ! How ver pretty

Ven ve come to - ge- dre / ^// zfc night &>,

Fi? *;£// kifs and play9 Sir9 Oh Bagatelle's fo cle-ver !

Vat grand blifs
To toy and kifs

Vid my dear Mifs Norah !
O fhe be fo pretty,
And fo very vitty,
It wou'd be much pity

Not to cry encora!
Oh, mon Dieu !
Oh, facre bleu !

Nous baiferons for ever ;
Love can never tire,
Nought can quench his fire,

Oh, Bagatelle's fo clever!
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Veti ve go to de play,
Habillez fo fine and gay,

Si bien jantèe,
Oh tout a fait,

In our air no embarras;
Like de grande noblefle
Ve fal be careile,

It vil make grand coup d' eclat.
How I with
Vid pretty Mifs

To tie de knot for ever !
I fal live in clover
Ven it isfall over,

Ob, Bagatelle's fo clever!

SONG CCXIV*

MA CHERE AMIE.

Ma chere amie, my charm - - ing fair, Whofe

Jmiles can banijh ev' - ry care; In kind compajjion

fmile on mey Whofe on - - ly care is love of
2

«V
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Ma chere a - mie ; Ma chere a - - mie.

Under fweet friendftiip's facred name
My bofom caught the tender flame.
May friendfhip in thy bofom be
Converted into love for me !

Ma chere amie, &c.

Together rear'd, together grown/
0 let us now unite in one !
Let pity foften thy decree !
1 droop, dear maid ; Ì die for thee I

Ma chere amie, &c.
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SONG CCXV.

HOW SWEET's THE LOVE.

ÌÌEÌlgpÈEÌP azzaziitizas:
When jìrji I ken'd young Sandy's face, He fung

and look'd wP Jic a grace; Hefufig and look'd

wP fic a grace ; HeJlole my heart, hut did na

care j The lad he lo'ed a lafs more fair: And

oft I fung o'er brae and burn, How fweet's the

love that meets return.
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He lo'ed a lafs wi' fickle mind,
Was fometimes cauld and fometimes kind ;
Which made the love-fick laddie rue;
For fhe was cauld when he was true:

He mourn'd and fung, o'er brae and burn,
How fweet's the love that meets return !

One day a pretty wreath he twin'd,
Where lilacks with fweet cowflips join'd,
To make a garland for her hair;
But (he refus'd a gift fo fair.
This fcorn, he cry'd, can ne'er be borne '7
But fweet's the love that meets return.

Jufi; then he met my tell-tale een,
And love fo true is fooneft feen :

Dear lafs, faid he, my heart is thine ;
For thy foft wifties are like mine:
Now Jenny, in her turn, may mourn,
How fweet's the love that meets return !

My anfwer was both frank and kind;
I lo'ed the lad, and tell'd my mind:
To kirk we went wi' hearty glee;
And wha fae bleft as he and me !
Now blithe we fing, o'er brae and burn,
How fweet's the love that meets return 1
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SONG CCXVI.

FY GAR RUB HER O'ER WI' STRAE.

eHmpapm
And gin ye meet a bon - ny laffie Gie'er a kifs and

Hiiliitii
let her gae ; But if ye meet a dir - ty huffy, Fy gar

iilSiipliiiSiii
rub her o'er wi'Jlrae. BeJure ye dinna quit the

Or J" 3 ftff i9- m!P la-ijdÌEtP EI-j= E
grip of ilka joy when ye are young, Before auld

age your vi - tals nip, And lay you t%vafald o'er a

rung.

Sweet youth's a blithe and heartfome time;
Then, lads and lailes, while 'tis May,

Gae pu' the gowan in it's prime
Before it wither and decay.

f
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Watch the faft minutes of delytè
When Jenny fpeaks beneath her breath,

And kifles, laying a' the wyte
On you if fhe kepp ony fkaith.

» I

Haith ye're ill-bred, fhe'll fmiling fay,
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook:

Syne frae your arms fhe'll rin away,
And hide herfelf in fome dark nook.

Her laugh will lead you to the place
Where lies the happinefs ye want,

And plainly tell you to your face
Nineteen na-fays are ha'f a grant.

Now to her heaving bofom cling
And fweetly toolie for a kifs :

Upon her finger whoop a ring
As taiken of a future blifs.

Thefe bennifons, I'm very fure,
Are of the gods indulgent grant:

Then, furly carls, whifht, forbear
To plague us with your whining cant.

SONG CCXVII.

To the foregoing Tune,

DEAR Roger, if your Jenny geekAnd anfwer kindnefs wi' a flight,
Seem unconcern'd at her negled: \

For women in a man delight:
Rut them defpife who're foon defeat,

And wi' a fimple face give way :
To a repulfe then be not blate ;

Pufh bauldly on and win the day.
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When maidens, innocently young,
Say aften what they never mean,

Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue,
But tent the language of their een:

If thefe agree, and Ihe perfift
To anfwer a' your love with hate,

Seek elfewhere to be better blell,
And let her figh when its too late.

SONG CCXVIII.

WHAT WOMAN CAN DO.

ipH—p—

6==b=l
What "woman can do I have try*d to he free /_ Yet,

ii JgppìElglpfeppÈdo what I can, I find I love him ; And, tho' he

flies me, Still, Jlill he's the man. They tell me at once

liilliiiillpptlihe to twenty willfwear: When vows are Jo Jweet,

ì=
who the falfehood can fear? So, when you have Jaid



EE:

I caught him once making love to a maid,
When to him I ran;

He turn'd and he kifs'd me, then who could upbraid
So civil a man ?

The next day I found to a third he was kind,
I rated him foundly, he fwore I was blind \

So, let me do what I can,
Still, ftill he's the man.

. ♦ "5*

All the world bids me beware of his art:
I do what I can;

But he has taken fuch hold of my heart
I doubt he's the man.

So fweet are his kiftes, his looks are fo kind,
He may have his faults, but if none I can find,

Who can do more than they can ?
He ftill is the man.
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SONG CCXIX.

ALL IN THE DOWNS.

pfipii
All in the Downs the fleet was moored, Theflreamers

waving in the wind, When black-ey'd Sufan came on

m $F±

board, Oh, whereJhall I my true-love find ? Tell me,

ye jo-vialJailors, tell me true, Does myfweet Wil-liami

—P"—
E> ►

r R *- —

P~ pHii—-

Qp *
i \

Does my fweet William fail among your crew ?

William, who high upon the yard
Rock'd with "the billows to and fro,

Soon as her well-known voice he heard,
He figh'd and call his eyes below :

The cord glides fwiftly thro' his glowing hands,
And quick as lightening on the deck he Hands.

2

\
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So the fweet lark, high pois'd in air,

Shuts clofe his pinions to his breaft,
If chance his mate's thrill call" he hear,

And drops at once into her neft.
The nobleft captain in the Britifti fleet
Might envy William's lips thofe kifles fweet*

O Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear,
My vows lhall ever true remain !

Let me kifs off that falling tear,
We only part to meet again.

Change aà ye lift, ye winds, my heart fhall be
The faithful compafs that ftill points to thee.

Believe not what the landmen fay
Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind 5

They'll tell thee, lailors, when away,
In ev'ry port a miftrefs find.

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo;
For thou art prefent wherefoe'er I go.

If to far India's coaft we fail,
Thy eyes are feen in diamonds bright;

Thy breath is Afric's fpicy gale;
Thy Ikin is ivory fo white.

Thus ev'ry beauteous objedl that I view
Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely Sue*

Though battle calls me from thy arms,
Let not my pretty Sufan mourn;

Though cannons roar, yet, fafe from harms,
William fliall to his dear return.

Love turns afide the balls that round me fly,
Left precious tears Ihould drop from Sufan's eye.

The boatfwain gave the dreadful word,
The fails their fwelling bofom fpread y
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No longer mull fhe Hay aboard :
They kifs'd, Ihe figh'd, he hung his head.Her lefs'ning boat unwilling rows to land:

Adieu, Ihe cries, and wav'd her lily hand.

SONG CCXX.

ANDRO WI' HIS CUTTY- GUN.

Blythy Myth, Myth wasJhe> Blyth wasJhe butt and

lilliilipiiMSil
ben ; And weelJhe loo'd a Hawick gill, And leugh

to fee a tappet hen. She took me in andJet me

down, And hecht to keep me lawing free ; But, cunnirf

tarlin\ thatJhe was, She gar'd me birle my bawbe<
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We loo'd the liquor weel enough,
But, wae's my heart! my cafh was done

Before that I had quench'd my drouth,
And laith I was to pawn my ftioon.

When we had three times toom'd our fioup,
And the neift chappin new begun,

In ftarted, to heeze up our hope,
Young Andro wi' his cutty gun.

Blyth, blyth, &c.

The carlin brought her kebbuck ben,
With girdle-cakes weel toafted brown ;

Weel does the canny kimmer ken
They gar the feuds gae glibber down.

We ca'd the bicker aft about,
Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bum;

And ay the cleared; drinker out
Was Andro wi' his cutty gun.

Blyth, blyth, &c.

He did like ony mavis fing ;
And, as I in his oxter fat,

He ca'd me ay his bonny thing,
And mony a fappy kifs I gat.

I hae been eaft, I hae been weft,
I hae been far ayont the fun ;

But the blytheft lad that e'er I faw
Was Andro wi' his cutty gun.

Blyth, blyth, &c.
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SONG CCXXI.

TAK' YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE.

In winter when the rain rain'd cauld, And frojl

and fnaw on il - ka hill j And Boreas, with his

hlajls fae bauld, Was threatening a9 our ky to kill:

Then Bell my wife, wha loyes naejlrife, She /aid to

7?ie right ha-Jli-ly, Get up, gudeman, fave Crummf
3i±z£z

r-=t- mmmmm
life, And tak' your auld cloak a - bout ye.

My Crummy is a ufeful cow,
And fhe is come of a good kyne;

Aft has fhe wet the bairns' mou',
And I am laith that fhe fliould tyne;
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Get up, gudeman, it is fu' time,
The fun fiiines in the lift fae hie ;

Sloth never made a gracious end,
Gae tak' your auld cloak about ye.

My cloak was anes a good grey cloak
When it was fitting for my wear;

But now its fcantly worth a groat,
For I have worn't this thirty year.

Let's fpend the gear that we have won,
We little ken the day we'll dee;

Then I'll be proud, fince I have fworn
To have a new cloak about me.

In days when our king Robert rang,
His trews they coft but half-a-qrown

He faid they were a groat o'er dear,
And ca'd the tailor thief and lown.

He was the king that wore a crown,
And thou the man of laigh degree,

'Tis pride puts a' the country down,
Sae tak' thy auld cloak about ye.

Every land has its ain laugh,
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool;

I think the warld is- a' run wrang,
When ilka wife her man wad rule,

Do ye not fee Rob, Jock, and Hab,
As they are girded gallantly ?

While I fit hurklen in the afe,
I'll have a new cloak about me.

Gudeman, I wat 'tis thirty years
Since we did ane anither ken ;

And we have had between us twa
Of lads and bonny lafies ten :
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Now they ate women grown and men,
I with and pray well may they be!

And if you prove a good hufband,
E'en tak' your auld cloak about ye.

Bell my wife fhe lo'es nae ftrife;
But fhe wad guide me if die can :

And, to maintain an eafy life,
I aft maun yield, tho' I'm gudeman.

Nought's to be won at woman's hand,
Unlefs ye give her a' the plea:

Then I'll leave afF where I began,
And tak' ray auld cloak about me.

SONG CCXXII.
I

HOOLY AND FAIRLY.

Oh, what had I a- do for to marry? My wifefhe

drinks naething hut fack and ca-na-ry ; I to her friends

complain d right airly, 0 gin my wife woiPd drink
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0 gin ?ny wife woiCd drink hooly andfairly!

Firft file drank Crummie, and fyne (lie drank Garie,
Now fhe has drunken my bonny gray marie
That carried me thro' the dub and the larie.

O gin my wife, £ec.

If fhe'd drink but her ain things I wad na much care ;
She drinks my claiths I canna weel fpare;
To the kirk and the market I gang fu' barely.

O gin my wife, &c.

If there's ony filler fhe maun keep the purfe ;
If I feek but a bawbee flie'll fcald and lhe'11 curfe ;
She gangs like a queen, I fcrimpet and fparely.

O gin my wife, &c.

I never was given to wrangling nor ftrife,
Nor e'er did refufe her the comforts of life ;
E'er it come to a war I am ay for a parley.

O gin my wife, &c.
I»

A pint wi' her cummers I wad her allow ;
But when fhe fits down fhe fills herfel fou' ;
And when fhe is fou' fhe's unco camflerie.

O gin my wife, Sec.

She rins out to the cawfey, fhe roars and fhe rants;
Has nae dread o' her nibours, nor minds the houfe wants;
But fings fome fool-fang, Cock up your heart, Charlie.

O gin my wife, &c.

And when fhe comes hame fhe lays on the lads,
She ca's the laffes baith limmers and jades,
And I my ainfel an aula cuckold carlie.

O gin my wife, &c„
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SONG CCXXIII.

LEWIS GORDON.
Very Slow.

0 fend Lewis Gordon hame, And the lad I win-

na name; Tho' his hack he at the wa', Here's to hint

dlinrns.

that's far awa. Oh> hon, my Highland man! Oh, my

honny Highland man ! Weel wou'd I my true love

1' |I I' i O j. 11-
ken Amang ten thoufand Highland men.

O to fee his tartan trews,
Bonnet blue, and laigh-heel'd fhoes,
Philibeg aboon his knee !
That's the lad that I'll gang wi'.
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The princely youth that I do mean
Is fitted for to be a king:
On his bread: he wears a liar:
You'd take him for the god of war.

Oh, to fee this princely one
Seated on his father's throne !
Difafters a' wou'd difappear :
Then begins the jub'lee here !

Tune Gramccbree, page ^59-

AD I a heart for falfehood fram'd, I ne'er could
injure you ;

For, tho' your tongue no promife claim'd, your charms
wou'd make me true :

To you no foul lhall bear deceit, no ftranger offer wrong ;
But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, and lovers in the

young.

But when they learn that you have blefs'd another with
your heart,

They'll bid afpiring pad!on red, and a61 a brother's
1

part:
Then, lady, dread not their deceit, nor fear to fufFer

wrong;
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, and brothers in

the ypung-

i
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SONG CCXXIV.
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SONG CCXXV.

HIGHLAND MARCH. •

In the garb ofold Gaul and the fire of old

Rome, From the heath-covefdmountains of Scotia

'Jezwfw^
z;£=ESÈ3S

we come: On thofe mountains the Romans attempted

m

:w.z tizt:
to reign ; But our ancejlors fought, and they fought

lipiBipfifttg
not in vain. fhor no. ci - ty nor court oj our gar-

—

j 3=£ 9~~-mifz.
——*

1
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ment approve, 'Twas prefented by Mars, at a fe -
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''twou'd look odd, Mars rece'vxPd from his Ve±nus a

—T

fmile arid a nod.
*

No intemperate tables our finews unbrace ;
Nor French faith hor French foppery our country dis¬

grace :
Still the hoarfe-founding pipe breathes the true martial

ftrain,
And our hearts flill the true Scottifh valour retain.
'Twas with anguifh and woe that, of late, we beheld
Rebel forces rulh down from the hills to the field ;
For our hearts are devoted to George and the laws \
And we'll fight, like true Britons, in liberty's caufe.
But ftill, at a diftance from Britain's lov'd fliore,
May her foes, in confufion, her mercy implore !
May her coafts ne'er with foreign invafions be fpread !
Nor detefled rebellion again raife its head !
May the fury of party and fa&ion long ceafe !
May our councils be wife, and our commerce increafe !
And, in Scotia's cold climate, may each of us find
That our friends flill prove true, and our beauties prove

kind!
i ■ - ' ■ u ,

3 G 'j
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SONG CCXXVI.
"To the foregoing Tune.

IN the garb of old Gaul, wi' the fire of old Rome,From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotia we come;Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to gain ;But our anceftors fought, and they fought not in vain.
Such our love of liberty, our country, and our laws,That, like our anceftors of old, we ftand by freedom'scaufe ;
We'll bravely fight, like heroes bold, for honour and

applaufe,
And defy the French, with all their art, to alter our

our laws.

No effeminate cuftoms our linews unbrace ;
No luxurious tables enervate our race ;
Our loud-founding pipe bears the true martial drain ;So do we the old Scottifh valour retain.

Such our love, &c.

We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale,Are fwift as the roe which the hind doth affail:
As the full moon in autumn our fhields do appear;Minerva would dread to encounter our fpear.Such our love, &c.
t

. As a ftorm in the ocean when Boreas blows,So are we enrag'd when we rufh on our foes;We ions of the mountains, tremendous as rocks,Dafh the force of our foes with our thundering ftrokes.Such our love, &c.
%

Quebec and Cape Breton, tfre pride of old France,In their troops fondly boafled till we did advance ;But when our claymores they faw us produce,Their courage did fail, and they fu'd for a truce,
Such our love, &c.
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I11 our r^alm may the fury of faction long ceafe !
May our councils be wife, and our commerce increafe !
And, in Scotia's cold climate, may each of us find
fhat our friends Hill prove true, and our beauties prove

kind !
Then we'll defend our liberty, our country, and our laws,
And teach our late pofterity to fight in freedom's caufe ;
That they, like our anceftors bold, for honour and ap-

plaufe,
May defy the French and Spaniards to alter our laws.

*

SONG CCXXV.
.

WHAT IS'T TO US.

m
What is'£ to us who guides theJlate P WJjo's out of

—za 111!
favourP or who's great? Who are the mì-nì-Jlers or

fpies P Who votes for places P or who buys P Who are

the mini - ftets or fpies P Who votes for places P or

Jot--0-3II '—" —*-•

■ ' - - ■ ' ■ -
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who buys P
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The world will Hill be rul'd by knaves,
And fools contending to be flaves;
Small things, my friend, ferve to fupport
Life, troublefome at belt and Ihort.

Our youth runs back, occafion flies,
Grey hairs come on, and pleafure dies:
Who would the prefent blefiing lofe
For empire which he cannot ufe?

Kind providence has us fupply'd
With what to others is deny'd ;
Virtue, which teaches to condemn
And {corn ill actions and ill men.

Beneath this lime-tree's fragrant fhade,
On beds of flow'rs fupinely laid,
Let's then all other cares remove,
And drink and ling to thofe we love.
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SONG CCXXVI.

BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR.

§H |ÌEg£El;i|pMN§lÌJ?
Hear me, ye nymphs, and ev' - ry fwain, I'll tell

_r_j a

z&ote; Peg-gy grieves me ; Tho1 thus I languiflj and

corn-plain, Alas !Jhe ne'er believes me. My

jtf—?4-p-k-#*- gggg
fighs, like Ji - lent air, <7/2 -

7Z£ - -z/<?r move her, The bon - 7/y a-boon

±zi

Tra-quair Was where I JirJi did love her.
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That day fhe fmil'd and made me glad;
No maid feem'd ever kinder :

I thought myfelf the luckieft lad
So fweetly there to find her.

I try'd to foothe my am'rous flame
In words that I thought tender;

If more there pafs'd I'm not to blame ;
I meant not to offend her.

Tet now fhe fcornful flees the plain,
The fields we then frequented;

If e'er we meet fhe fhows difdain,
She looks as ne'er acquainted.

The bonny bufli bloom'd fair in May,
Its fweets I'll ay remember ;

But now her frowns make it decay;
It fades as in December,

Ye rural pow'rs who hear my ftrains,
Why thus fhould Peggy grieve me ?

Oh, make her partner in my pains I
And let her fmiles relieve me !

If not, my love will turn defpair ;
My paffion no more tender ;

I'll leave the bufh aboon Traquair;
To lonely wilds I'll wander.
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SONG CCXXVII.

ROSLIN CASTLE.

griji jjj J jljjjEHfif
'Twas in that feafon of the year When all things

gay and fweet appear, That Co-lin, with the morn-

PIS mpi
i/zf /yzj>, - rofe and Jung his ru - ral lay. 0/*

Nanny's charms theJJjepherd fung, The hills and dales

with Nan - ny rung, While Rojlin caftle heard the

~ 4
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fwain} And e - the cheerfulJlruin.
3 H
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Awake, fvveet mufe ! the breathing fpring
With rapture warms ; awake and fing !
Awake and join the vocal throng
Who hail the morning with a fong !
To Nanny raiie the cheerful lay ;
O, bid her halte and come away 9

In fweeteft fmiles herfelf adorn,
And add new graces to the morn.

\

O hark, my love ! on ev'ry fpray
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay I'
'Tis beauty fires the ravifh'd throng,
And love infpires the melting fong.
Then let my raptur'd notes arife :
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes ;
And love my riling bofom warms,
And fills my foul wfith fweet alarms.

O come, my love ! thy Colin's lay
With ràpture calls; O come away !
Come, while the mufe this wreath lhall twiner

# i

Around that model! brow of thine!
O hither halte, and with thee bring
That beauty blooming like the fpring !
Thofe graces that divinely fhine !
And charm this ravifh'd breaft of mine.

SONG CCXXVIII.

To the foregoing Tune.

FROM Rollin caltle's echoing wallsRefounds my fhepherd's ardent calls;
My Colin bids me come away,
And love demands I fhould obey.
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His melting ftrain and tuneful lay
So much the charms of love difplay,
I yield—nor longer can refrain
To own my love, and blefs my fwain.

•s -

No longer can my heart conceal
The painful pleafing flame I feel;
My foul retorts the am'rous ftrain,
And echoes back in love again.
Where lurks my fongfter ? from what grove
Does Colin pour his notes of love ?
O bring me to the happy bow'r
Where mutual love may blifs fecure !

Ye vocal hills that catch the fong,
Repeating, as it flies along,
To Colin's ear my ftrain convey,
And fay, I hafte to come awSf^.
Ye zephyrs foft that fan the gale,
Waft to my love the foothing tale;
In whifpers all my foul exprefs,
And tell. I hafte his arms to blefs.

427

SONG CCXXIX.

Tune, From the Eajl breaks the Mom, page 230.

LET gay ones and great
Make the moft of their fate ;

From pleafure to pleafure they run:
Well, who cares a jot ?
I envy them not

While I have my dog and my gun.

3H ij
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For exercife air
To the field I repair,

With fpirits unclouded and light:
The blifles I find
No flings leave behind,

But health and diverfion unite*

SONG CCXXX.

TODLEN HAME.

When I have a faxpence under my thumbt "Then Pll

get credit in il-ka town ; But ay when Fmpoor they

hid me gae by, 0 po-ver-ty parts good com -pa - ny.

Chorus.

come to - dlen hame9
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Fair fa' the goodwife, and fend her good fale!
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale;
Syne if that her tippony chance to be fma'
We'll tak' a good fcour o't, and ca't awa\

Todlen hame, todlen hame,
As round as a neep come todlen hame.

My kimmer and I lay down to flecp
And twa pint-ftoups at our bed's feet;
And ay when we waken'd we drank them dry :
What think ye of my wee kimmer and I ?

Todlen butt and todlen ben,
Sae round as my love comes todlen hame,

Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow,
Ye're ay fae good-humour'd when weeting your mou';
When fober, fae four ye'll fight with a flee,
That 'tis a blithe light to the bairns and me

When todlen hame, todlen hame,
When round as a neep you come todlen hame,
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SONG CCXXXI.

OLD SLY HODGE.

Curtis was old Hodge's wife ; For virtue none was

t. „ p-=«-Ì-E: 5—OH ~4—t'!'t=y L i.
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e -verfuch: She ledJo pure, fo chajle a life, She

led fo pure, fo chajle a life, Hodge faid it was vir¬

tue o - ver much : For, faysJly old Hodge, fays hey

For, fays oldJly Hodge, fays he, Great talkers do

illiililiiliiili
the leajl, cl[ye fee, Great talkers do the leajl, d'ye

fee.
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Curtis fwore, if men were rude,

She'd pull their eyes out, tear their hair;
My dear, fays Hodge, you're wond'rous good,
My dear, &c.

However, let us nothing fwear :
For, fays fly old Hodge, &c.

One night Ihe dream'd a drunken fool
Be rude, in fpite of her, wou'd fain ;

She makes no more than with joint ftool,
She makes no more, &c.

Fell on her hufband might and main.
Still fays fly old Hodge, &c.

By that time flie had broke his nofe
Hodge made a fliift to wake his wife ;

0 Hodge, fays flie, judge by thefe blows,
Dear Hodge, &c.

I prize my virtue as my life.
But, fays fly old Hodge, &c.

1 dream'd a rude man on me fell;
However, I his projedl marr'd.

Dear wife, fays Hodge, 'tis mighty well,
Dear wife, fays Hodge, &c.

But next time don't hit quite fo hard:
For, fays old fly Hodge, &c.

t
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SONG CCXXXII.

SHE ROSE AND LET ME IN.

!»#4—
^

The night herJilent fa- hie wore, And gloomy

IpgpÌIiilIg^
were theJkies ; OfglitteringJlars appeared no more

ÈfeeplliSiiMì
than thofe in Nel-tys eyes. When to her fa-

lÈiSfpplp
tiler's door I came, Where I had of- ten been,

u mmm
I begged my fair, my love - ly dame, 2~b rife and

me in.
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But ftie, with accents all divine,
Did my fond fuit reprove;

And while Ihe chid my rafh dcfign,
She but inflam'd my love.

Her beauty oft had pleas'd before,
While her bright eyes did roll t

But virtue only had the pow'r
To charm my very foul.

Then who wou'd cruelly deceive*
Or from fuch beauty part ?

I lov'd her fo, I could not leave
The charmer of my heart.

My eager fondnefs I obey'd,
Refolv'd the Ihould be mine,

Till Hymen to my arms convey'd
My treafure fo divine.

Now happy in my Nelly's love,
Tranfporting is my joy :

No greater bleffiilg can I prove,
So blefs'd a man am I:

For beauty may a while retain
The conquer'd flutt'ring heart $

But virtue only is the chain
Holds never to depart.



\
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SONG CCXXXIII.

LOCHABER NO MORE.

Farewell to Lochaber ! andfarewell my Jean !

Where heartfome with thee I have mony days been :

For, Lochaber no more, Lochabèr no more9

WeLl may-be re-turn to Loch-a-ber no more.

Thefe tears that IJhed, they are cC for my dear, And

fr-frft-r-P —h

no for the dangers attending on weir; Fhoy bore

on rough feas to a far bloo-dyJhore, May-be to
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return to Lochaber no more.

Tho' hurricanes rife, and rife ev'ry wind,
They'll ne'er make a tempeft like that in my mind:
Tho' loudeft of thunders on louder waves roar,
That's naething like leaving my love on the fhore.
To leave thee behind me my heart is fair pain'd;
By eafe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd:
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave ;
And I muft 'deferve it before I can crave.

Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excufe \
Since honour commands me, how can I refufe ?
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee,
And without thy favour I'd better not be.
I gae, then, my lafs, to wdn honour and fame ;
And if I fhould luck to come glorioully hame,
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er,
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more.
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SONG CCXXXIV.

RULE, BRITANNIA.

When Britain, firjl, at command, A-

rofe from out the a - - zure main, Arofe

ÌIÌÈÌI;ilisIpllii
from out the azure main, This was the char-
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ter, the charter of the land, Andguardian an - - gels

fung thisJlrain : Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule

. mÈmÈMmmm
the waves, Britons ne verJhall heJlaves.

%
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The nations not fo bleft as thee

Muft, in their turns, to tyrants fall;
Mult, in their turns, to tyrants foil;

Whilft thou fnalt flourifh—fhalt flourifh great and free,
The dread and envy of them all.

Rule, Britannia, &c.

Still more majeftic fhalt thou rife,
More dreadful, from each foreign ftroke ;
More dreadful, from each foreign ftroke;

As the loud blaft that—loud blaft that tears the fldes,
Serve but to root the native oak.

Rule, Britannia, &c.

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er fhall tame:
All their attempts to bend thee down,
All their attempts to bend thee down,

Will but aroufe thy—aroufe thy gen'rous flame,
But work their wo and thy renown.

Rule, Britannia, &c.

To thee belongs the rural reign ;
Thy cities fhall with commerce fhine;
Thy cities fhall with commerce fhine;

And thine fhall be the—fhall be the fubjeft main 5
And ev'ry fhore it circles, thine.

Rule, Britannia, &c.

The mufes, ftill with freedom found,
Shall to thy happy coafts repair:
Shall to thy happy coafts repair:

Bleft ifle! with matchlefs—withmatchlefsbeautycrown'd,
And manly hearts to guard the fair.

Rule, Britannia, &c.
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SONG CCXXXV.

AH, CHLORIS!

concerrCd. as when Tour fant beau-ty

beget No hap -pi-nefs nor pain. When I this

dawning did admire, And the co ~ ming

wwÈm
/ lit tie thought that ri - Jingfire Wou'd take

ÌÌÈilllHHIHÌH
my reft away.
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Your charms in harmlefs childhood lay
As metals in a mine ;

Age from no face takes more away
Than youth conceal'd in thine:

But as your charms infenfibly
To their perfection prefs'd;

So love as unperceiv'd did fly*
And centered in my bread;.

My paflion with your beauty grew,
While Cupid, at my heart,

Still as his mother favour'd you,
Threw a new flaming dart.

Each gloried in their wanton part;
To make a lover, he

Employed the utmoft of his art;
To make a beauty, fhe.

SONG CCXXXVI.

Tune, Friend and Pitcher, page 52.

THE filver moon that fhines fo bright,I fwear, with reafon, is my teacher;
And if my minute-glafs runs right,

We've time to drink another pitcher.
'Tis not yet day, 'tis not yet day;

Then why fhould we forfake good liquor
Until the fun-beams round us play

Let's jocund pufti about the pitcher.

They fay that I muft work,all day,
And fleep at night, to grow much richer;

But what is all the world can fay,
Compar'd to mirth, my friend, and pitcher,

'Tis not yet day, &c.
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Tho' one may boaft a handfome wife*

Yet ft range vagaries may bewitch her 5
Unvex'd I live a cheerful life,

And boldly call for t'other pitcher.
'Tis not yet day, &c.

I dearly love a hearty man
(No fneaking milk-fop Jemmy Twitcher),

Who loves a lafs and loves a glafs,
And boldly calls for t'other pitcher.

'Tis not yet day, &c.

SONG CCXXXVIL

Tune, Corn Rigs are bonny, page 4*

LORD ! what care I for mam or dad ?Why* let them fcold and bellow ;
For while I live I'll love my lad,

He's fuch a charming fellow.
The laft fair day, on yonder green*

The youth he danc'd fo well, O ;
So fpruce a lad was never ffeen

As my fweet charming fellow.

The fair was over* night was come,
The lad was fomewhat mellow ;

Says he, my dear, I'll fee you home;
I thank'd the charming fellow.

You rogue, fays I, you've ftopp'd my breath
Ye bells ring out my knell, O ;

Again I'd die fo fweet a death
With fuch a charming fellow.
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We trudg'd along, the moon lhone bright;

Says he, my fweeteft Nell, O ;
I'll kifs you here by this good light;

Lord, what a charming fellow !
You rogue, fays I, you've ftopp'd my breath;

Ye bells ring out my knell, O ;
Again I'd die fo fweet a death

With fuch a charming fellow.

SONG CCXXXVIIL ,

fane, Ceafe, rude Boreas, page 30.

WELCOME, welcome, brother debtor,To this poor but merry place ;
Where no bailiff, dun, or fetter,

Dare to fhew a frightful face.
But, kind Sir, as you're a flranger,

Down your garnifli you muft lay;
Or your coat will be in danger :

You muft either ftrip or pay.

Ne'er repine at your confinement
From your children or your wife :

Wifdom lies in true refignment,
Through the various lcenes of life.

Scorn to fliow the leaft refentment,
Though beneath the frowns of fate;

Knaves and beggars find contentment j
Fears and cares attend the great.

Though our creditors are fpiteful,
And reftrain our bodies here;

Ufe Will make a jail delightful,
Since there's nothing elfe to fear.

3 K
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Eyery ifland's but a prifon,
Strongly guarded by the fea:

Kings and princes, for that reafqn,
Pris'ners are as well as we.

What was't made great Alexander
Weep at his unfriendly fate ?

'Twas becaufe he could not wander
Beyond the world's ftrong prifon-gate.

The world itfelf is ftrongly bounded
By the heavens and ftars above:

Why lliould we then be confounded,
Since there's nothing free but love ?

SONG CCXXXIX.

BELIEVE MY SIGHS.

mmmmm M-TZiZZtZ

Believe myfighs, my tears, my dear, Be - lieve a

heart you've won ; Believe jny vows toyoufincere, Or,

Jenny, Fm undone. - Tou fay Fm fickle, and apt
■K-m-

^
—i

lis
to change At eF - ryfacQ that's, new: Of all the girls
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. Chorus.

I e-ver faw, I ne'er lov'd one like yon. I ne'er

you; Of all the girls I e-ver faiv> I ne'er lev'd

one like you.

My heart was like a lump of ice
Till warm'd by your bright eye ;

And then it kindled in a trice
A flame that ne'er can die.

Then take and try me, you fhall find
That I've a heart that's true \

Of all the girls I ever faw,
I ne'er lov'd one like you,

I ne'er lov'd, &c.

3 K ij
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I

SONG CCXL.

* WHAT POSIES AND ROSES.

Efi
Such beauties in view I can never praife too high,

Not Pallas''s blue eye is brighter than thine ; Nor fount

of Sufannab, Nor gold of fair Dana, Nor moon of

ÌÈ|=ÌeIÈÌÌÌ|Ì|=È|=Ì1Ì=Ì±=Ì=IìeÌ1ÌÌÌÌ
Di-a-na fo clearly canJhine. iVo* beard of Si-le-nus,

tepitìi
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Chorus.

What pofas androfes To nofes difclofes, Tour breath

lìlSlSll m
allfo fweet, Tour breath allfo fweet; To the tip of

'^BiEpiÈiÌPE
your lip, As they trip, The bees lip, HoneyJip, Like

mm ii I

choice flip, And their hybla forget.

When girls like you pafs us
I faddle Pegafus,
And ride up Parnaffus

To Helicon's ftream.
Even that is a puddle
Where others may muddle ;
My nofe let me fuddle

In bowls of your cream !
Old Jove the great Hedlor
May tipple his nedlar ;
Of gods the director

And thunder above:
I'd quaff off a full cann,
As Bacchus or Vulcan,
Or Jove, the old bull, can,

To her that 1 love.
What pofies, &c.
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SONG CCXLL

Tune, The Dujky Night, page 25 c.

WHILE grave divines preach up dull rulesAnd moral wits refine,
The precepts taught in human fchools,
The precepts taught in human fchools,

We friars hold divine,
We friars hold divine.

Here's a health to Father Paul,
A health to Father Paul;

For flowing bowls infpire the fouls
Of jolly friars all.

When in the convent we're all met,
We laugh, we joke, we fing ;

Affairs divine we foon forget,
Affairs divine we foon forget,

Since Father Paul's our king,,
Since Father Paul's our king.

Here's a health, &c.

Our beads and crofs we hold divine 5
We pray with fervent zeal

To rofy Bacchus god of wine,
To rofy Bacchus god of wine,

Who does each joy reveal,
Who does each joy reveal.

Here's a health, &c.

Here's abfolution you'll receive,
You blue-ey'd nuns fo fair ;

And benedi&ion we will give,
And benedi&ion we will give ;

So banifh all your cares,
So banifh all your cares*.

Here's a health, &c.
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So fill your bumpers, fans of mirth,
Let Friars be the toafl;

Long may they all exift on earth !
Long may they all exiffc on earth 1

And nuns their order boaft,
And nuns their order boaft.

Here's a health, Sec.

SONG CCXLII.

Tune, You the Point may Carry, page i\

I'M in love with twenty,I'nl in love with twenty,
And could adore as many more ;

There's nothing like a plenty.
Variety is charming,
Variety is charming;

A conftancy is not for me ;
So ladies take your warning.

For a man in one love,
For a man in one love,

He looks as poor as any boor,
For a man in one love.

Variety, Sec.

Girls grown old and ugly,
Girls grown old and ugly,

They can't infpire the fame defire
As when they're young and fmugly

Variety, Sec.

'Tis not the grand regalia,
'Tis not the grand regalia

Of eaftern kings that poets lings;
But O the fweet ieraglio !

Variety, Sec.
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SONG CCXLIII.

THE WAND'RING SAILOR,

f=wFj\fftj§, $i , Bffto4-JJ-
r
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The wandering Jailor ploughs the main, A com-pe-

tence in life to gain ; Undaunted braves theJlor-my

mmB!
feas, To Jind at lajl content and eafe ; To find at

lafi content and eafe: In hopes, when toil and dan¬

ger's o'er, To an-chor on his nativeJhore; In hopes,

-m-

when toil and danger's o'er, To anchor on his na

j
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Jhore ; To anchor on his nativeJhore. When

Hip. p lp=S=pl=p=p=fe^i
winds blow hard, and mountains roll, And thunders

flake from pole to pole ; Tho' dreadful waves fur-

rounding foam, Stillflat? ring fan-cy wafts him home ;
G\

4 4.^

Stillflat?ringfan - cy wafts him home ; In hopes, when

[=1
toil a?id dangers o'er, To anchor on his ?iativeJhore ;

II If

1 (

In hopes, when toil arid danger's o'er, To anchor on

his na ~ tiveflore ; To anchor on his nativeJhore.
5 L
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* When round the bowl the jovial crew
The early fcenes of youth renew,

- Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaft,
This is the univerfal toaft :

This is the univerfal toaft :

May we, when toil and danger's o'er,
Call anchor on our native l'hore !
May we, when toil and danger's o'er,
Caft anchor on our native ftiore !
Caft anchor on our native ftiore!

* Thefe words to be furig to the firft part of the tune»

SONG GCXLIV.

ON FRIENDSHIP.

The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, And

1«
JL&" i i— _
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friendjhip^s a jewel we fel-dom can meet. HowJlrange

does it feem that in fearching a - roundy That fource

of con-tent is fo rare to he found ! 0 friendjhip !
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tr.

45*

thou halm and rich fwe?ner of life, Kind parent of

eafe, and compofer offtrife ; Without thee, alas ! what

are rich-es and powW, But emp - ty de - hi -Jion, the

joys of an hour But empty

de-lu-fioiiy the joys of an hour.

How much to be priz'd and efteem'd is a friend
On whom we may always with fafety depend;
Our joys, when extended, will always increale,
And griefs, when divided, are hufh'd into peace.
When fortune is finding what crowds wid appear
Their kindnefs'to offer, and friendfhip fincere ;
Yet change but the profpect and point out diflrefs^
No longer to court you they eagerly prefs,



V
w

45* CAttlOPE : OR THE

Moderato.

SONG CCXLV.

IN PRAISE OF ALE.

th--n-

When the chill Si-roc-co blows% And winter tells a

hea-vy tale ; When pies and daws and rooks and

crows Sit curjing of the frqfls and fnows, Then give me

ale, Then give me ale, Then give me ale.

Ale in a Saxon rumkin then.
Such as will make Grimalkin prate?
Bids valour burgeon in tall men,
Quickens the poets wit and pen,

Defpifes fate.

Ale, that the abfent battle fights,
And forms the march of Swedifh drum,
Difputes with princes, laws, and rights,
What's done and pail tells mortal wights,.

And what's to come.

3
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Ale, that the plowman's heart upkeeps,
And equals it to tyrants thrones,
That wipes the eye that over-weeps,
And lulls in fweet and dainty fleeps,

The o'er wearied bones*

Grandchild of Ceres, Bacchus' daughter,
Wine's emulous neighbour, if but ftale,
Ennobling all the nymphs of water,
And filling each man's heart with laughte

Oh, give me ale i



454 CALLIOPE : OR THE

SONG CCXLVI.

THE CUCKOW SONG.

Iipiliipilippi:
When daijies pied, and violets blue, And la - dy-

Jmocks allJil - ver white, And cuckow-buds of yellow

hue, Do paint the meadows with delight; "The

|^ÌEÈ^eeìÌÌ=IEÌÈ|=:EEÌE
cuckow then, on ev*ry tree, Mocks marry*d men, Mocks

marry*d men, Mocks marry*d men ; for thusJingshe:
rt- E— —
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Cuckow, cuckow, cuckow, cuckow, cuckow,

i
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cuckow \ 0 word of fear I 0 word of fear ! Un
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pleajing toa marry1dear; to a marrfd

ear.

When Ihepherds pipe on oaten ftraws,
And merry larks are ploughmens clocks,

When turtles tread, and rooks and daws,
And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks,

The cuckow then, on every tree,
Mocks married men ; for thus fings he:

Cuckow, cuckow ;—O word of fear !
Unpleafing to a married ear.

*
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SONG CCXLVIL

THE OLD MAN's WISH.

Tune, The Matron's Wifli, page 58.

IF Ì live to grow old, as I find I go down.Let this be rny fate t in a fair country town,Let me have a warm houfe with a ftone at my gate,And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald bate.
May I govern my paftions with an abfolute fway;And grow wifer and better as my ftrength wears away,Without gout or ftone, by a gentle decay.

t • •' ■ ,-|I|
In a country town, by a murmuring brook,
With the ocean at diftance on which I may look;With a green fpacious plain, without hedge or ftil%And an eafy pad nag to ride out a mile.

May I govern, &c.

With Horace and Petrarch, and one or two more
Of the beft wits that liv'd in the ages before;
With a difti of roaft mutton, not ven'fon nor teal,
And clean, though coarfe, linen at every meal.

May I govern, &.c.
'

, » >

With a pudding on Sundays, and ftout humming liquor,And remnants of Latin to puzzle the vicar ;
With a hidden referve of good Burgundy wine,
To drink the king's health as oft as we dine.

May I govern, 8cc.

With a courage undaunted may I face my laft day I
And, when I am dead, may the better fort fay,In the morning when fober, in the ev'ning when mellow,He is gone, and has left not behind him his fellow !

For he govern'd his paftions with an abfolute fway ;And grew wifer and better as his ftrength wore away,Without gout or ftone, by a gentle decay.
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SONG CCXLVIII.

MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS.

My mind to me a kingdom is ; Such perfect joy

h—t
>

therein I find, As far ex - eels all earthly blifs That

S33 mm
God or Nature hath ajjigtdd. Tho' much I want that

-?v
ftjt

?nofi would have, TetJlill my mindforbids to crave.

Content I live, this is my flay ;
I feek no more than may fuffice:

I prefs to bear no haughty fway ;
Look what I lack my mind fupplies.

Lo ! thus I triumph like a king,
Content with that my mind doth bring.

I fee how plenty furfeits oft,
And halty climbers fooneft fall:

I fee that fuch as fit aloft
Mifhap doth threaten moil of all.

3M
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Thefe get with toil, and keep with fear :
Such cares my mind could never bear.

No princely pomp, nor wealthy ftore^No force to win a vicfory,
No wily wit to falve a fore,

No fhape to win a lover's eye >

To none of thefe I yield as thrall;
For why ? my mind defpileth all.

Some have too much, yet dill they crave ^
I little have, yet feek no more:

They are but poor, though much they have \
And I am rich with little dore:

They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ;
They lack, I lend; they pine, I live.
I laugh not at another's lofs;

I grudge not at another's gain :
No worldly wave my mind can tofs \

I brook that is another's bane :
I fear no foe, nor fawn on friend ;
I loath not life, nor dread mine end.

My wealth is health, and perfect eafe ;
My confcience clear my chief defence:

I never feek by bribes to pleafe,
Nor by defert to give offence:

Thus do I live, thus will I die :
Would all did fo as well as I !

I joy not in no earthly blifs ;
I weigh not Crqfus' wealth a draw:

For care, I care not what it is ;
I fear not Fortune's fatal law.

My mind is fuch as may not move
For beauty bright or force of love.

3
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I wifh but what I have at will;
I wander not to feek for more ;

I like the plain, I climb no hill;
In greateft ftorms j fit on fhore,

And laugh at them that toil in vain
To got what muft be loll again.
I kifs not where I wifh to kill j

I feign not love where moil I hate ;
I break no fleep to win my will;

I wait not at the mighty's gate;
I fcorn no poor, I fear no rich ;
I feel no want, nor have too much.

The court, ne cart, 1 like ne loath ;
Extremes are counted word of all;

The golden mean betwixt them both
Doth fureil fit, and fears no fall.

This is my choice : for why ? 1 find
No wealth is like a quiet mind.

3 M ij
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SONG CCXLIX.
DE'IL TAK' THE WAR,

f=f§ti!pp!!pilgDe'il tak' the war, that hurry-d Wil-ly frae vie, Who
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to love me juft had fworn ; They made him captain,

:=s:

Jure to lin - do me, Wae is me, he* 11 ne'er rf - turn„

A thou - yand loons a - broad willfight him, He from

tzzrifcEgliS
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thoufands ne'er will run; Day and night I did

T-f
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in - vite him To flay fife from fword or gun. I
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~P
fighirtg, Nowcrying, Then tears droppingjail; And

had he my foft arms Preferrrd to war's alarms, My

-Hg -*~r ar— tH*^fl=52qq=p:=p=:^=:-^==:q=Pfcfc§Ei^::SEÈÌEÈ3±gsÈ
/cw grown mad, Without the man of Gad, Ifear in my

fit I had grant - ed all.

I wafli'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking;
Snares that they told me would catch e menj

And on my head a huge commode fat poking,
Which made me fhew as tall agam:

For a new gown, too, I paid muckle money,
Which with golden flow'rs did fhine ;

My love well might think me gay and bonny,
No Scots lafs was e'er fo fine.

My petticoat I fpotted,
Fringe, too, with thread I knotted,

Lace Ihoes, and filk liofe garter'd o'er the knee;
But oh, the fatal thought!
To Billy thefe are nought;

Who rode to towns, and rifled with dragoons,
When he, filly loon, might have plunder'd me.
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SONG CCL.

AMYNTA.
■SKw—

IMiSlflpMyJheep Vve forfaken, and left myJloeep-hook,

=r^-

riiitippiiia// the gay haunts of my youth Vve for - f00k ;

No more for A - myn - frejh garlands I wove:

For ambition, / faid, would foon cure me of
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love. 0 what had my youth with ambition to

do P Why left I A- myn - ta P Why broke I my vow P
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0 give me my Jheep, and my JJjsep-hook re-
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Jlore, And I9II wander from love and Amynta no
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more.
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Through regions remote in vain do I rove,
And bid the wide ocean fecure me of love;
O fool! to imagine that ought can fubdue
A love fo well founded, a paffion fo true.

O what had my youth, &c.

Alas, 'tis too late at thy fate to repine !
Poor fhepherd ! Amynta no more can be thine:
Thy tears are all fruitlefs, thy wilhes are vain \
The moments negle&ed return not again.

O what had my youth, &c. ,
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SONG CCLI.

BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW.

Blowhigh, blow low, let tear the main-

iiiSSiiilllliil
mafl by the board, My hearty with thoughts of thee, my
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dear, and love wellJlor'd, Shall brave all danger.

Scorn allfear, The roaring winds7 the raging fea, In

hopes onJìoore To be once more Safe moored with thee.

——pp—p -c
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A-loft while mountains high we go, The whiflling

winds that feud a - long, And the forge roaring from
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below, Shall myJlgnal be to think on thee, Shall

IliiPilliSiiil
myJlgnal be to think on thee; And thisJJoall be my
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Jong: And 011 that night when all the crpw the

memory of their former lives OJerflowing canns offlip
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renew, and drink their fweethearts a?id their wives,
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ril heave ajigh, P11 heave a Jigh, and think on thee;

d:
And as theJhip rolls thro' the fea The burden of my
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fongJJoall be:
3N
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Moderato.

SONG CCLIL

WE'RE GAILY YET.

We're gaily yet, Ana we're gaily yet, And we're no

very fu' but we're gaily yet; ThenJit ye a while and

tipple a bit; For we're no veryfu' hut we're gaily

yet.

There was a lad and they ca'd him Dick,
He ga'e me a kifs and I bit his lip ;
And down in the garden he Ihew'd me a trick;
And we're no very fu' but we're gaily yet.

And we're gaily yet, &c.

There were three lads, and they were clad ;
There were three lalfes, and them they had ;
Three trees in the orchard are newly fprung ;
And we's a' get gear enough, we're but young.

And we're gaily vet, &c.
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Then up wPt Alley, Alley, Up wPt Alley now ; Then

liiiippp&iilllipi
up wPt Alley, quo' cummer, We's a? get roaring

fu\ And one was kifs'd in the harn j A-no-ther
:=_b.—N—

was kifs'd on the green ; And the Pother behind theMX

peafe-Jlack, Till the mow flew up to her een. Then up
wPt Alleyi i$c.

Now fye, John Thomfon, rin,
Gin ever ye ran in your life ;
De'il get ye, but hie, my dear Jock,
There's a man got to bed with your wife.

Then up wi't Ailey, &c.
Then away John Thomfon ran,
And I trow he ran with fpeed;
But before he had run his length
The falfe loon had done the deed.

Then up wi't, Ailey, &c.
{End with thefirflverfe, We'* re gaily yet,

3 N 'J
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SONG CCLIII.

GAY BACCHUS.

Gay Bacchus, liking EJlcourfs wine, A noble meal be-

fpoke us ; Andfor the guejls that were to dine Brought

isliii EÈ 1 w
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Comus, Love, and Jocus. The god near Cupid drew

by- f|f ffM num
his chair ; Near Comus Jocusplaced ; Thus wine makes

love forget its care, And mirth exalts a feaft.
The more to pleafe the fpritely god,

Each lweet engaging grace
Put on fome clothes to come abroad,

And took a .waiter's place.

Then Cupid nam'd at ev'ry glafs
A lady of the Iky ;

While Bacchus fwore he'd drink the lafs,
And had it bumper high.
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Fat Comtis tofs'd his brimmer o'er,
And always got the mod ;

Jocus took care to fill him more
Whene'er he mifs'd the toaft.

They call'd, and drank at every touch,
Then fill'd and drank again;

And if the gods can take too much,
'Tis faid they did fo then.

Free jells run all the table round,
And with the wine confpire

(While they by fly reflection wound)
To fet their heads on fire.

Gay Bacchus little Cupid flung,
By reck'ning his deceits ;

And Cupid mock'd his ftamm'ring tongue,
With all his ftagg'ring gaits.

And Jocus droll'd on Comus' ways,
And tales without a jeft ;

While Comus call'd his witty plays
But waggeries at belt.

Such talk foon fet them all at odds;
And, had I Homer's pen,

I'd ling ye how they drank like gods,
And how they fought like men.

To part the fray the Graces fly,
Who made them foon agree ;

And had the Furies felves been nigh,
They ftill were three to three.

Bacchus appeas'd, rais'd Cupid up,
And gave him back his bow ;

But kept fome dart to ftir the cup
Where fack and fugar flow.
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Jocus took Comus' rofy crown,
And gaily wore the prize ;

And thrice, in mirth, he pulh'd him down.
As thrice he ftrove to rife.

Then Cupid fought the myrtle grove
Where Venus did recline,

And beauty clofe embracing love,
They join'd to rail at wine.

And Comus, loudly curling wit,
Roll'd off to fome retreat,

Where boon companions gravely fjt
In fat unwieldy Hate.

Bacchus and Jocus, ftili behind,
For one frelh glafs prepare;

They kifs, and are exceeding kind,
And vow to be fincere.

But part in time, whoever hear
This our inftrudtive fong ;

For though fuch friendlhips may be dear^
They can't continue long.



VOCAL ENCHANTRESS

SONG CCLIV,

FROM THE COURT TO THE COTTAGE,

From the court to the cottage con-vey me away;

For Pm weary of grandeur, and what they callgay

From the court to the cottage con - vey me away

For Pm weary ofgrandeur, and what they callgay

Where pride without meafure, and pomp without plea

rurc? Make life in, a cir - cle of hurry decay,
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Tar remote and retir'd from the noife of the town,
I'll exchange my brocade for a plain rulfet gown ;

My friends fhall be few,
But well chofen and true ;

And fweet recreation our evening fhall crown.

With a rural repaft, a rich banquet for me,
On a moffy green turf, near fome fhady old tree ;

The river's clear brink
Shall afford me my drink,

And Temp'rance my friendly phyfician fhall be.
Ever calm and ferene, with contentment flill blefs'd,
Not too giddy with joy, or with forrow deprefs'd,

I'll neither invoke,
Or repine at Death's flroke,

But retire from the world as I would to my reft.

F I N I S.
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